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VKmc-E  oi  7)  E  N  M     R  K. 
ACT  I.    SCENE  I. 

Enter  Barnardo  and  Francifco,  tm  Scmincls. 

^^r.  XT  7Ho*s  there? 

▼  T    f  anrwer  me,  ftand  and  unfold  yoar 

^ar.  Long  live  the  King, 
Fran.  Barnardoh 
Bar,  He. 

Fran.  You  come  moft  tarefully  upon  your  hour. 

Bar.  Tis  now  ftruck  twelve :  get  thee  to  bed,  Francifcf, 

Fran.  For  this  relief  much  thanks,  'tis  bitter  cold, 
And  I  am  fick  at  heart. 

Bar.  Have  you  had  quiet  guard? 

Fran.  Not  a  Moufe  ftirring. 

Bar.  Well,  good  night : 
If  you  do  meet  tjoratio  and  Marcellusj 
The  rivals  of  my  watch,  bid  them  make  hafte. 

Enter  Horatio  and  Marccllus. 

Fran.  I  think  I  hear  them.    Stand  ho,  who  is  there? 

Hora.  Friends  to  this  ground. 

Mar.  And  Liege-men  to  the  7)anc. 

Fran.  Good  night. 

Mar.  O  farcwel  honeft  Souldiers   who  has  relieved  you  ? 

Fran.  Barnardo  has  my  place :  good  night.  [  ^^h*  Frun.^ 

Mar.  Holla,  BarnardQ. 

B  B4r, 
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Bar,  Say,  what  is  Horatio  there? 

Horn.  A  piece  of  him. 

Bar,  W^\CQrc\z  Horatio  ^  'wdcomc  gcod  Mar  cell  fis. 

Mora.  What,  has  this  thing  appeared  again  to  night? 

Far.  I  have  feen  nothing. 

Mar.  Horatio  fays  'tis  but  a  phantafie, 
And  will  not  let  Belief  take  hold  of  him, 
Touching  this  dreadful  fight  twice  feen  of  us ; 
Therefore  I  have  entreated  him  along. 
With  us  to  wat^h  the  minutes  of  this  night. 

That  if  agiiii  this  apparition  come, 

He  may  approve  our  eyes,  and  fpeak  to  it. 

" /y^r^!  'Twill  not  appear. 

Bar»  Sit  down  a  while. 
And  let  us  once  again  aflail  your  ears 
That  are  fo  fortified  againfl  our  ftory, 
What  we  have  two  nights  feen. 

Hora.  Well,  let's  down, 
And  let  us  hear  Bamardo  fpeak  of  this. 

Bar,  Lafl:  night  of  all. 
When  yond  fame  Star  that's  weftward  from  the  Pole, 
Had  made  his  courfe  to  enlighten  that  part  of  heaven 
Where  now  it  burns  MarccUns  and  my  felf, 
The  bell  then  beating  one. 

Enter  Ghojl. 

Mar,  Peace,  break  thee  off,  look  where  it  comes  again, 

Bar.  In  the  fame  figure,  like  the  King  that's  dead, 

Mar.  Thou  art  a  Scholar,  fpeak  to  it  Horatio, 

Hor.  Moft  like,  it  ftartles  me  with  fear  and  wonder. 

Bar.  It  would  be  fpoke  to. 

Mar,  Speak  to  it,  Horatio. 

Hor.  What  art  thou  that  ufurpcft  this  time  of  nighf , 
Together  with  that  fair  and  warlike  form, 
In  which  the  Majefty  of  buried  Denmark^ 
Did  fometimes  march  ?  I  charge  thee  fpeak. 

Mar,  It  is  offended. 

Bar.  See  it  ftalks  away. 

Hor,  Stay,  fpeak,  fpeak,  I  charge  thee  fpeak.  L^«v/>  Gho^, 

Mar.  'Tis  gone,  and  will  not  aniwer. 

Bar.  How  now,  Horatio  ?  you  tremble  and  look  pale; 
Is  not  this  fomethingmore  than  phantalie^? 
What  think  you  of  it? 

Hora,  I  could  not  believe  this. 
Without  the  fenfible  and  true  avouch 
Of  mine  own  eyes. 

Mar.  Is  it  not  like  the  King  ? 

Hora.  As  thou  art  to  thy  felf :  ^  , 


Hamlet  Trince  g^Denmark. 

Such-was  the  very  armour  he  had  on, 
When  he  th'  ambitious  Norv^ay  combated. 
"  So  frowned  be  once,  when  in  an  angry  Parle 

He  fmote  Ihe'fleaded  Pollax  on  the  Ice. 
'Tis  ftrange. 

Mar,  Thus  twice  before,  and  at  the  fame  hour, 
With  martial  ftalk  hath  he  gone  by  our  watch. 

Hora,  In  what  particular  thought  to  work  I  know  not 
But  in  the  fcope  of  mine  opinion. 
This  bodes  fome  ftrange  eruption  to  our  State. 

Mar.  Pray  fit  down  and  tell  me,  he  that  knows, 
Why  this  fame  ftrift  and  mofl:  obfervant  watch 
So  nightly  toils  the  fubjccl  of  the  land, 

*  And  with  fuch  daily  coft  of  brazen  Canon, 
'  And  foreign  Mart  for  implements  of  war  ? 

*  Why  fuch  imprefs  of  (hip- wrights,  whofe  fore  task 

*  Does  not  divide  the  Sunday  from  the  week  ? 

*  What  might  be  toward,  that  this  fweaty  haftc 

*  Makes  the  night  joynt  labour  with  the  day  ? 

*  Who  is't  that  can  inform  me  ? 

Hora.  That  can  I : 

'  At  leaft  the  whifpcr  goesfo.  Our  laft  King, 

Whofe  image  even  but  now  appeared  to  us. 
Was,  as  you  know,  by  Fortinbrafs  of  Norxtay, 

*  Thereto  prickt  on  by  a  moft  emulate  pride, 

Dar'd  the  to  combate;  in  which  our  valiant  Hamlet^ 

( '  For  fo  this  fide  of  our  known  world  efteem'd  him  ) 

Did  flay  this  Fortinbrafs  who  by  a  feal'd  compaft, 

Well  ratified  by  Law  and  Heraldry, 

Did  forfeit  (  with  his  life  )  all  thefe  his  lands, 

'  Which  he  ftood  feiz'd  of,  to  the  Conquerour  : 

'  Againft  the  which  a  moity  competent 

'  Was  gaged  by  our  King  which  had  returned 

^  To  the  inheritance  of  Fortinbrafs, 

*  Had  he  been  vanquiflier :  as  by  the  fame  compaft, 

*  And  carriage  of  the  Articles  defign, 

'His  fell  to  Hamlet  :  now,  fir,  young  Fortinbrafs 

*  Of  unimproved  metal,  hot,  and  full. 
Hath  in  the  skirts  of  Norway  here  and  there 
Sharkt  up  a  lift  of  lawlefs  Rcfolutes, 

*  For  food  and  diet  to  fome  Enterprife 

*  That  hath  a  ftomack  in't,  which  is  no  other 
'  As  it  doth  well  appear  ifnto  our  State, 

*  But  to  recover  of  us  by  ftrong  hand 

<  And  Terms  compulfatory,  thofc  forefaid  lands 

*  So  by  his  Father  loft :  „  and  this  I  take  it 
Is  the  main  motive  of  our  preparations, 
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*  The  fource  of  this  our  watch,  and  the  chief  head 

*  Of  this  Poft-hafte,  and  roniage  in  the  land. 
B*ir.  I  think  it  be  no  other  but  even  fo : 

Well  may  it  fort  that  this  portentous  figure 
Comes  armed  through  our  watch  fo  like  the  King 
That  was  and  is  the  queftion  of  thefe  wars. 
*  Hora.  A  mote  it  is  to  trouble  the  minds  eye. 

*  In  the  mod  high  and  fiourifhing  ftate  of  Romty 

*  A  little  e  re  the  mightieft  Juliui  fell, 

*  The  graves  flood  tenantlefs,  and  the  (heeted  dead 

*  Did  fqueak  and  gibber  in  the  RomAn  ftrcets, 

*  As  Stars  with  trains  of  fire,  and  dews  of  blood, 

*  Difaftersin  the  Sun,  and  thcmoift  Star, 

*  Upon  whofe  influence  Ne^tHnes  Empire  Hands 

*  Was  fick  almolt  to  Doomfday  with  eclipfe, 

*  And  even  the  like  precurfeof  fierce  events, 

*  As  harbingers  preceding  Hill  the  fates 

*  And  Prologue  to  the  Omen  coming  on, 

*  Have  heaven  and  earth  together  demonftrated 

*  Unto  our  Climatures  and  Countrymen. 
But  foft,  behold !  lo  where  it  comes  again, 
Tie  crofs  it  though  it  blafl:  me :  Stay  illufion, 
If  thou  haft  any  found,  or  ufe  of  voice^ 

Speak  to  me  :  if  there  be  any  good  thing  to  be  done, 
That  may  to  thee  do  eafe,  and  grace  to  me, 
Speak  to  me. 

If  thou  art  privy  to  thy  Countries  fate. 
Which  happily  foreknowing  may  avoid, 
O  fpeaJc  : 

Or  if  thou  haft  uphoorded  in  thy  life 
Extorted  treafure  in  the  womb  of  earth. 
For  which  they  fay  your  fpirits  oft  walk  in  death, 
Speak  of  it,  ftay  and  fpeak  *,  ftop  it  Marcelhs, 

Mar.  Shall  I  ftrike  it  with  my  Partifan  ? 

Hor.  Do,  if  it  will  hot  ftand. 

Bar,  *Tishere. 

Hor.  'Tis  here. 

Mar.  'Tis  gone. 
We  do  it  wrong  being  fo  ma  jeftical, 
To  offer  it  the  fhew  of  violence  : 
It  is  ever  as  the  air,  invulnerable, 
And  our  vain  blows  malicious  mockery. 

Bar.  It  was  about  to  fpeak  when  the  Cock  crew. 

Hor.  And  then  it  ftarted  like  a  guilty  thing 
Upon  a  fearful  fummons :  I  have  heard, 
The  Cock,  that  is  the  trumpet  to  the  morn, 
Doth  with  his  lofty  and  flirill  founding  thxoat 


[  Enter  Ghofi. 

C  He  fpreads 
[  his  arms. 


[  The  Cock  crcwj. 


[  Exit  Ghofi. 


Awake 


^  Hamlet  Trince  of  Denmark.  s 

Awake  the  God  of  Day ;  and  at  his  warning, 
Whether  in  Sea  or  Fire,  in  Earth  or  Air, 
Th' extravagant  and  erring  Spirit  byes 
To  his  confine ;  '  And  of  the  truth  herein 

*  This  prefent  Objeil  made  probation. 

Mar.  It  faded  at  the  Crowing  of  the  Cock. 
^  Some  fay,  that  ever  'gainft  that  feafon  comes, 
^  Wherein  our  Saviour's  Birth  is  celebrated, 
'  This  Bird  of  dawning  fingcth  all  night  long, 
^  i\nd  then,  they  fay,  no fpirit  dares ftir  abroad, 
'  The  nights  are  wholfome  ^  then  no  Planets  ftrike, 
'  No  Fairy  takes,  no  Witch  hath  power  to  charm ; 
^  So  hallowed  and  fo  gracious  is  that  Time. 

^  Hor.  So  have  I  heard,  and  do  in  part  believe  it : 
3ut  look,  the  Morn  in  rufTet  Mantle  clad 
Walks  o  re  the  Dew  of  yon  high  Eaftern  Hill : 
Break  we  our  watch  up,  and,  by  my  Advice, 
Let  us  impart  what  we  have  feen  to  Night 
Unto  young  Hamlet  ^  perhaps 
This  Spirit  dumb  to  us  will  fpeak  to  him. 
'  Do  you  confent  we  fhall  acquaint  him  with  it, 

*  As  needful  in  our  Loves,  fitting  our  Duty  ? 

Mar.  Let's  do't,  1  pray  ^  and  1  this  Morning  know 
Where  we  fliall  find  him  moll  convenient.  [  Exem. 

FloHriJh.    Enter  Claudius  King    Denmark,  Gertrard  the  Qnecn^  Council 
as  Polonius,  and  his  Son  Laertes,  Hamlet,  cnm  alHs.  * 

King.  Though  yet  of  Hamleftwx  dear  Brother  s  Death 
The  memory  be  green,  and  that  it  us  befitted 
To  bear  our  Hearts  in  Grief,  and  our  whole  Kingdom 
To  be  contracfted  in  one  Brow  of  Woe  : 
Yet  fo  far  hath  Difcretion  fought  with  Nature,  ^ 
That  we  with  wifeft  forrow  think  on  him. 
Together  with  remembrance  of  our  felves : 
Therefore  our  fometime  Sifter,  now  our  Qiieen, 
Th'  Imperial  Jointrefs  to  this  warlike  ^tate, 
Have  we  as  'twere  with  a  defeated  Joy,  x 
^  Withanaufpicious  and  dropping  Eye, 
'  With  Mirth  in  Funeral,  and  with  Dirge  in  Marriage, 
'  In  equal  Scale,  weighing  Delight  and  Dole, 
Taken  to  Wife,  nor  have  we  herein  barr'd 
Your  better  Wiidoms,  which  have  freely  gone 
With  this  Affair  along  ( for  oil  our  thanks ) 
'  Now  follows  that  you  know  young  Forti^ihafs^ 
'  Holding  a  weak  fuppofal  of  our  Worth, 

*  Or  thinking  by  our  late  dear  Brother's  Death 

*Our 
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Our  ftate  to  be  dif-joynt,  and  out  of  frame, 
Golleagued  with  this  dream  of  his  advantage, 

'  He  hath  not  failed  to  pefter  us  with  medage, 

'  Importing  the  furrender  of  thofe  Lands 

^  Loft  by  his  Father,  with  all  bands  of  Law, 

'  To  our  moft  valiant  brother.    So  much  for  him, 

*  Now  for  our  felf,  and  for  this  time  of  meeting, 
'  Thus  much  thebufinefs  is,  we  have  here  writ 

'  To  Norvfay,  Uncle  of  young  Fortinbrafs^ 
'  Who,  impotent  and  bed-rid,  fcarccly  hears 
'  Of  this  his  Nephew's  purpofe,  to  fupprefs 

*  His  further  Gate  herein,  in  that  the  Levies, 

*  The  Lifts,  and  full  Proportions  are  all  made 
^  Out  of  his  Subje(fts :  And  we  now  difpatch 

*  You  good  CorndtHs^  and  you  Foltmandj 
^  Ambafladors  to  old  Norvpay^ 

*  Who  have  no  further  perfonal  Power 

*  Of  Treaty  with  the  King,  more  than  the  fcopc 

*  Of  thefe  dilated  Articles  allow. 

*  Farewel,  and  let  your  haft  commend  your  duty. 

^  Cor.  Vo.  In  that  and  all  things  will  we  (hew  our  duty. 

'  King,   We  doubt  it  nothing :  heartily  farewel. 
Now  Laerus,  what's  the  news  with  you  ? 
You  told  us  of  fome  fuit,  what  is't  Laertes  ? 

*  You  cannot  fpcak  ofreafon  to  the  Z)^«f, 

*  And  lofe  your  voice :  what  would'ft  thou  beg  Laertes  ? 

*  That  (hall  not  be  my  offer,  not  thy  asking. 

*  The  head  is  not  more  native  to  the  heart, 

*  The  hand  more  inftrumental  to  the  mouth, 

'  Than  is  the  Throne  of  Denmark.^  to  thy  Father: 

*  What  would'fl:  thou  have  Laertes  ? 

Laer.  My  dear  Lord, 
Your  leave  and  favour  ti»  return  to  France^ 
From  whence  though  willingly  I  came  to  'Denmariy 
To  (hew  my  duty  in  your  Coronation  ; 
Yet  now,  I  muft  confefs,  that  duty  done, 
My  thoughts  and  wilhes  bend  again  toward  France^ 

*  And  bow  them  to  your  gracious  leave  and  favour. 

King,  Have  you  your  Father's  leave  ?  what  fays  PolontHs  > 

Folo.  He  hath,  my  Lord,  wrung  from  me  my  flow  leave, 
By  labourfome  petition    and  at  laft, 
Upon  his  will  I  fealM  my  hard  confent. 
'  I  do  befeech  you  give  him  leave  to  go. 

King,  Take  thy  fair  hour  Laertes^  time  be  thine. 
And  thy  beft  graces ;  fpend  it  at  thy  will. 
But  now  my  coufin  HamUty  and  ray  fon. 

Ham.  A  little  more  than  kin,  and  kfs  than  kind* 
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King.  How  is  it  that  the  clouds  ftill  hang  on  you  ? 

Ham,  Not  fo  much  my  Lord,  I  am  too  much  in  the  Sun: 

^een.  Good  Hamlet  call  thy  nighted  colour  of^ 
And  let  thine  eye  look  like  a  friend  on  2)(marki 
Do  not  for  ever  with  thy  vailed  lids 
Seek  for  thy  noble  Father  in  the  dull: : 
Thou  know'ft  'tis  common  all  that  live  mull  die, 
Faffing  through  Nature  to  Eternity. 

Ham,  I  Madam,  it  is  common. 

Slueen.  If  it  be, 
Why  feems  it  fo  particular  with  thee  ? 

//am.  Seems,  Madam,  nay  it  is,  I  know  not  feems, 
*Tis  not  alone  this  mourning  cloke  could  fmother, 

*  Nor  cuftomary  futes  of  folemn  black, 

^  Nor  windy  fufpiration  of  forced  breath, 
^  No,  nor  the  fruitful  river  in  the  eye, 

*  Nor  the  dejedted  haviour  of  the  vifage, 
Together  with  all  forms,  modes,  (hapes  of  grief, 
That  can  denote  me  truly  ^  thefe  indeed  feem, 

*  For  they  are  aftions  that  a  man  might  play : 
But  I  have  that  within  which  pafles  (hew, 
Thefe  but  the  trappings  and  the  fuits  of  woe. 

King.  'Tis  fweet  and  commendable  in  your  nature  //amlet. 
To  give  thefe  mourning  duties  to  your  Father; 
But  you  mufl:  know  your  Father  loft  a  Father  : 
That  Father  loft,  loft  his,  and  the  furviver  bound 
In  filial  obligation  for  fomc  term 
To  do  obfequious  forrow  ;  but  to  perfevere 
Inobftinatecondolement,  dares  exprefs 
An  impious  ftubbornnefs,  'tis  unmanly  grief, 

*  It  fhews  a  will  moft  incorreft  to  heaven, 

*  A  heart  unfortified,  or  mind  impatient, 

*  An  underftanding  fimple  and  unfchoofd : 

*  For  what  we  know  rauftbe,  and  is  as  common 

*  As  any  the  moft  vulgar  thing  to  fenfe, 

'  Why  (hould  we  in  our  peevifh  oppofition 
'  Take  it  to  heart  ?  fie,  'tis  a  fault  to  heaven, 

*  A  fault  againft  the  dead,  a  fault  to  nature, 

'  Torcafon  moft  abfurd,  whofe  common  iheam 

*  Is  death  of  fathers,  and  who  ftill  have  cried 

'  From  the  firft  Coarfe  till  he  that  died  to  day, 

*  This  muft  be  fo ;  we  pray  you  throw  to  earth 
This  unprevailing  woe,  and  think  of  us 

As  of  a  father :  and  let  the  world  take  note 
You  arc  the  moft  immediate  to  our  Throne, 
'  And  with  no  Icfs  nobility  of  love 
^  Than  that  which  dearcft  father  bears  his  Ton 
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'  Do  I  impart  toward  you  for  your  intent 
«  In  going  back  to  School  to  Wittenberg. 
^  It  is  mod  retrograde  to  our  defire, 
^  And  we  befeech  you  bend  you  to  remain 

*  Here  in  the  Chear  and  comfort  of  our  Eye, 
Our  chiefeft  Courtier,  Coufin  and  our  Son. 

QMeeri'  Let  not  thy  Mother  lofe  her  Prayers,  Hamlet. 
I  pray  thee  flay  with  us,  go  not  to  Wittenberg, 

Ham.  I  fliall  in  all  my  belt  obey  you,  Madam. 

King.  'Tis  a  loving  and  a  fair  Reply. 
Be  as  our  felf  in  Denmark*    Madam  come, 
This  gentle  and  unforc'd  zccoxA  o^  HamUt 
Sits  fmiling  to  my  Heart,  in  grace  whereof. 
No  jocund  Health  that  2)^«w^ritdrinks  to  day, 
But  the  great  Canon  to  the  Clouds  flial]  teU> 
'  And  the  Kings  rowfe  the  Heaven  /hall  bruit  again, 
Refpeaking  Earthly  Thunder  :  Come  away.       C  flcnrijlj^  Exeunt  all  tut 

Ham.  O  that  this  too  too  folid  Flcfh  would  melt,  [  Hamlet. 

Thaw  and  refolve  it  felf  into  a  dew, 
Or  that  the  everlafting  had  not  fixt 
His  Canon  'gainfl:  felf  Slaughter  ! 
How  weary,  ftale,  flat  and  unprofitable 
Seem  to  me  all  the  ufes  of  this  World  ? 
'Tisan  unweeded  Garden 

That  grows  to  Seed  j  things  rank  and  grofs  in  Nature 

Poflefs  it  meerly  ^  that  it  (hould  come  thus, 

But  two  months  Dead,  nay,  not  fo  much,  not  two, 

So  excellent  a  King, 

So  loving  to  my  Mother,  • 

That  he  permitted  not  the  Winds  of  Heaven 

Vifit  her  Face  too  roughly  : 

She  usd  to  hang  on  him, 

As  if  encreafe  of  Appetite  had  grown 

By  what  it  fed  on  *,  and  yet  within  a  Month, 

Let  me  not  think  on  t.  Frailty  thy  name  is  Woman, 

'  A  little  month  :  or  eVc  thofe  fliooes  were  old, 

'  With  which  (he  follow'd  ray  poor  Father's  Body, 

^  Like  Niobe  all  Tears,  why  flie, 

'  Heaven  !  a  beafl  that  wants  difcourfe  of  reafon 

*  Would  have  mourn'd  longer,  married  with  my  Uncle, 
My  father's  brother  ^  but  no  more  like  my  father 
Than  I  to  Hercules :  within  a  month, 

*  EVe  yet  the  fait  ofmoft  unrighteous  tears 

*  Had  left  the  flufhing  in  her  galled  eyes, 

*  She  married  !  O  moft  wicked  fpeed  to  poft 

*  With  fuch  dexterity  to  inceftuous  (heets  9 
^  It  is  not,  nor  ic  cannot  come  to  good. 

\  But 
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'  But  break  my  heart,  for  I  mufl:  liold  my  tongue. 

Enter  Horatio,  Maicellus,  and  Barnardo. 
Hor,  Hail  to  your  Lordlhip. 

Ham.  I  am  glad  to  lec  you  well ,  HoratiQy  or  I  forget  my  fclf. 

Hor,  The  fame,  my  Lord,  and  your  poor  fervant  ever. 

Ham,  Sir,  ray  good  Friend,  Tie  change  that  name  with  youj 
And  what  make -you  from  Wittenberg ^  Horatio  ? 
A^arcel/hS. 

Afar.  My  good  Lord. 

Ham.  I  am  very  glad  to  fee  you  (good  even  Sir. ) 
But  what  make  you  from  Wmenherg  ? 

Hor.  A  truant  difpofijion,  my  good  Lord. 

Ham.  I  would  not  hear  your  enemy  fay  lo, 
Nor  ftialJ  you  do  my  'car  that  violence, 
To  be  a  witnefs  of  your  own  report 
Againft  your  felf  \  1  know  you  are  no  truant  ? 
But  what  is  your  affair  in  Elferteur  ? 
Wce'l  teach  you  here  to  drink  e're  you  depart. 

Hord.  My  Lord  I  came  to  fee  your  Father's  Funeral. 

Ham,  1  prethee  do  not  mock  me,  fellow  Undent, 
I  think  it  was  to  my  Mother's  Wedding. 

Hor,  Indeed,  my  Lord,  it  follow'd  hard  upon. 

Ham.  Thrift,  thrift,  Horatio  ^  the  Funeral  bak'd  meats 
Did  coldly  furnifh  forth  the  Marriage  Tables. 
Would  I  had  met  my  deareft  Foe  ia  heaven 
EYe  I  had  feen  that  day,  Horatio. 
My  Father,  methinks  I  fee  my  Father. 

Hor  a.  Where  my  Lord  ? 

Ham.  In  my  minds  Eye,  Horatio. 

Hora,  I  faw  him  once,  he  was  a  goodly  King. 

H3im,  He  was  a  man,  take  him  for  all  in  all, 
I  (hall  not  look  upon  his  like  again. 

Hora.  My  Lord,  I  think  I  faw  him  yefter-night. 

Ham.  Saw  who  ? 

Hora.  My  Lord,  the  King  your  Father. 

Ham.  The  King  my  Father ! 

Hora.  Defer  your  admiration  but  a  while 
With  an  attentive  ear,  till  I  may  deliver, 
Upon  the  witnefs  of  thefe  Gentlemen, 
This  wonder  to  you. 

Ham.  Pray  let  me  hear. 

Hora.  Two  nights  together  had  thefe  Gentlemen, 
J^arct/lns  and  Barnardo^  on  their  watch, 
*  In  thf  dead  vail:  and  middle  of  the  night 
Been  thus  encounter'd :  a  figure  like  your  Father, 
And  armed  exactly,  Caf-a-vcy 
Appears  before  them,  and  with  folemn  march 
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Goes  flow  2nd  [lately  by  them :  thrice  he  walkt 

liy  their  oppreft  and  fear  furprized  Eyes 

Within  this  truncheons  length,  whiiftthey  diftiird 

Almofl:  to  gelly  with  their  fear, 

Srand  dumb  and  fpeak  not  to  him :  this  to  me 

They  did  impart  in  dreadful  fecrefie. 

And  1  with  them  the  third  night  kept  the  watch, 

Where  as  they  had  delivered,  both  in  time, 

Form  of  the  thing,  each  word  made  true  and  good, 

The  apparition  comes :  ^  1  know  your  father, 

'  Thele  hands  are  not  more  like. 

Ham.  But  where  was  this  ? 

Mar.  My  Lord  upon  the  platform  where  we  watcht. 

Ham.  Did  you  not  fpeak  to  it  ? 

Hora.  My  Lord,  I  did, 
But  anfwer  made  it  none  :  yet  once  methought 
It  lifted  up  ics  head,  and  did  addrefs 
It  felf  to  motion,  as  it  would  fpeak*, 
But  even  then  the  morning  Cock  crew  loud, 
And  at  the  found  it  fhrunk  in  haft  away, 
And  vanifht  from  our  fight. 

fiam.  'Tis  very  ftrange. 

Hora.  As  I  do  live,  my  honoured  Lord,  'tis  true. 
And  we  did  think  it  then  our  duty 
To  let  you  know  it. 

Ham.  Indeed  Sirs  but  this  troubles  me, 
Hold  you  the  watch  to  night  ? 

M.  We  do  my  Lord. 

Ham.  Arm'dfayyou? 

All.  Arm'd,  My  Lord. 

Ham.  From  top  to  toe  ? 

M.  From  head  to  foot. 

Ham.  Then  faw  you  not  his  face  ?  ^ 

Hora.  O  Yes,  my  Lord,  he  wore  his  Beaver  up. 

Ham.'  What?  lookt  he  frowningly? 

Hora,  A  countenance  more  in  forrow  than  in  anger. 

Ham.  Pale  or  red  ? 

Hora,  Nay  very  pale. 

And  fixt  his  eyes  upon  you  ? 
Hora.  Moft  conftantly. 
Ham,  I  would  I  had  been  there. 
Hora.  It  would  have  much  amaz'd  you. 
Ham.  Very  like:  ttaid  it  long? 

Hora.  While  one  with  moderate  hafte  might  tell  an  hundred. 
Both.  Longer,  longer. 
Hor.  Not  when  I  faw't. 
Ham.  His  beard  was  grilled  ? 
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Hor.  It  was  as  I  have  feen  it  in  his  life, 
Afablcfilvcr'd. 

Ham.  I  will  watch  to  night, 
Perchance  'twill  walk  again. 

Hor,  I  war'nt  it  will. 

Ham.  If  it  aflume  my  noble  father's  perfon 
ril  fpeak  to  it  though  hell  itfelf  fhould  gape 
And  bid  me  hold  my  peace.    I  pray  you  all. 
If  you  have  hitherto  conceal'd  this  fight, 
Let  it  require  your  filence  ftill. 
And  whatfoever  elfe  (hall  hap  to  night. 
Give  it  an  undcrftanding ,  but  no  tongue  \ 
I  will  requite  your  loves ;  So  fare  you  well. 
Upon  the  platform  'twixc  eleven  and  twelve 
I'jl  vifit  you. 

M.  Our  duty  to  your  honour.  C  Exeunt. 

Ham.  Your  loves  as  mine  to  you  j  farewell.  "^^Mantt  Hamlet, 

My  father's  Spirit  in  Arms,  all  is  not  well. 
I  doubt  forae  foul  play,  would  the  night  were  come  : 
Till  then  fit  ftill  ray  Soul,  foul  deeds  will  rife, 

Though  ali  the  earth  o'rewhclm  them  from  mens  Eyes.  \Exit» 
Enter  f.^aertes,  and  Ophelia  his  Sijler. 
Laer.  My  neccflaries  are  imbark't,  farewel, 
And  (ifi<er,  as  the  winds  give  benefit 

*  And  convey  in  Afliftant, do  not  flecp. 
But  let  me  hear  from  you. 

Ophel.  Do  you  doubt  that  ? 

Liier.  1^01  Hamlet  and  the  trifling^of  his  favour, 
Hold  it  a  fafhion,  and  a  toy  in  blood, 
A  Violet  in  the  youth  and  prime  of  Nature, 
Forward,  not  permanent  \  fweet,  not  lading. 
The  perfume  and  fuppliance  of  a  minute  : 
No  more. 

Ofhel.  No  more  but  fo. 

Laer.  Think  it  no  more. 
'  For  Nature  creflant  docs  not  grow  alone, 
'  In  thevi'S  and  bulks,  but  as  this  Temple  waxes, 

*  The  inward  fervice  of  the  mind  and  Ibul 

*  Grows  wide  withal :  perhaps  he  loves  you  now, 

*  And  now  no  foil  nor  cautel  doth  befmerch 
The  virtue  of  his  will  ^  but  you  muftfear 

His  greatncfs  weigh 'd,  his  will  is  not  his  own. 
He  may  not,  as  infcrioiir  pcrfonsdo, 
Bcftow  himfelf:  for  on  his  choice  depends 
The  fafety  and  health  of  this  whole  ftate, 

*  And  therefore  muft  his  choice  be  circumfcrib'd 

*  Unto  the  Voice  and  yielding  of  that  body 

C  z  ^Whereof 
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*  Whereof  he  is  the  head,  then  if  he  fays  he  loves  you, 

*  It  fits  your  wifdom  fo  far  to  believe  it, 

*  As  he  in  his  particular  Aft  and  Place 

'  May  give  his  faying  deed ;  which  is  no  further 

*  Than  the  main  voice  of  t>enmark^goes  withal. 
Then  weigh  what  lofs  you  honour  may  fuftain, 
If  with  your  credulous  car  you  hear  his  Songs, 

'  Or  lofe  your  heart,  or  yoQr  chaft  treafurer  open 

'  To  his  unmaftred  importunity. 

'  Fear  itOfhelia^  fear  it  my  dear  filter, 

*  And  keep  you  in  the  rear  of  your  affedlion^ 
'  Out  ot  the  (hot  and  danger  of  defire : 

*  The  chariefl:  maid  is  prodigal  enough, 

'  If  (he  unmask  her  beauty  to  the  Moon : 
'  Virtu  e  it  felf  fcapes  not  calumnious  ftrokcs ; 

*  The  canker  galls  the  infant  of  the  Spring 

'  Too  oft  before  their  buttons  be  difclos^d, 

*  And  in  the  morn  and  liquid  dew  of  youth' 

*  Contagious  blaftments  are  moft  imminent. 

*  Be  wary  then,  belt  fafety  lies  in  fear, 

*  Youth  to  it  felf  rebels  though  none  elfe  near, 

pphd  1  (hall  the  EfFeft  of  this  good  Lellbn  keep 
About  my  heart :  But  good  brother 
Do  not  as  fome  ungracious  Paftors  do, 
Shew  me  the  fteep  and  thorny  way  to  heaven. 
Whiles  like  a  Libertine, 
Himfelf  the  Primrofe-path  of  dalliance  treads, 

*  And  reaks  not  his  own  reed.  LEnter  folonins. 

Laer.  Ofear  me  not ; 
I  ftay  too  Jong  :    but  here  my  Father  comes/ 

*  A  double  blefling  is  a  double  grace, 

*  Occafion  fmiles  upon  a  fecond  leave. 

Folo.  Yet  here  L^^rr^j?  aboard,  aboard  for  fliame, 

*  The  wind  fits  in  the  Ihoulder  of  your  fail, 

*  And  you  are  ftaid  for.    There  my  blefling  with  thee, 

*  And  thefe  few  precepts  in  thy  memory 

*  Look  thou  Charafter  :  Give  thy  thoughts  no  tongue,  ^ 

*  Nor  any  unproportion'd  thought  his  aft : 

*  Be  thou  familiar,  but  by  no  means  vulgar : 

*  Thofe  friends  thou  haft  and  their  adoption  tried, 

*  Grapple  them  unro  thy  Soul  with  hoops  of  fteel, 

*  But  do  not  dull  thy  palm  with  entertainment 

*  Of  each  new  batch'd  unfledg'd  courage :  beware 

*  Of  entrance  to  a  quarrel,  but  being  in, 

*  Bear't  that  th'  oppofer  may  beware  of  thee : 

*  Give  every  man  thy  ear,  but  few  thy  voice  % 

t  Take  each  man's  cenfure,  but  referve  thy  judgment  : 

'Coftly 
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'  Coftly  thy  habit  as  thy  purfe  can  buy, 

*  But  not  expreft  in  fancy  ^  rieb,  nor  gaudy  ; 
^  For  the  apparel  oft  proclaims  thetnan, 

*  And  ihey  in  France  of  the  beft  rank  and  ftation, 
'  Are  of  a  moil  felcd  and  generous,  chief  in  that: 
'  Neither  a  borrower  nor  a  lender  boy, 

*  For  love  oft  lofes  both  it  felf  and  friend, 

*  And  Borrowing  du)Js  the  Edge  of  Husbandry. 

*  This  above  all,  to  thine  own  felf  be  true, 
'  And  it  muft  follow  as  the  night  to  day, 

*  Thou  canft  not  then  be  falfeto  any  man. 
'  Farewel,  my  blefling  feafon  this  in  thee. 

La€r.  Moft  humbly  I  do  take  my  leave,  my  Lord. 

PoL  The  time  invefts  you,  go,  your  fervants  tend. 

Laer.  Farewel,  Ophtliay  and  remember  well 
What  I  have  faid  to  you. 

Ophel.  'Tis  in  my  memory  lockt, 
And  you  your  felf  {hall  keep  the  key  of  it. 

Larr,  Farewel.  [,K\it  Laertes* 

PoL  What  Wt,  Ophelia  ,  he  hath  faid  to  you  ? 

Ophel  Sopleafeyou,  fome thing  touching  the  Loid  Hamlet , 

Pol.  Marry  well  bethought. 

*  Tis  told  me  he  hath  very  oft  of  late 

Given  private  time  to  you  :  and  you  your  felf 

Have  of  your  audience  been  moft  free  and  bounteous. 

If  it  be  fo,  as  fo  'tis  put  on  me, 

And  that  in  way  of  caution,  I  muft  tell  you 

You  do  not  underftand  your  felf  fo  clearly 

As  it  behoves  my  daughter,  and  your  honour : 

What  is  between  you  ?  give  me  up  the  truth. 

Ophel.  He  bath,  my  Lord,  oflate  made  many  tenders 
Of  his  Affection  to  me. 

Pol.  Affeftion  !  puh,  you  fpcak  like  a  green  girl, 
Unfifted  in  fuch  perillous  circumftance : 
Do  you  believe  his  tenders,  as  you  call  them  ? 

OpheL  1  do  not  know,  my  Lord,  whatlfhould  think. 

Pol.  Marry  I  will  teach  you,  think  your  felf  a  baby, 
That  you  have  ta'nc  thefe  tenders  for  true  pay, 
Which  are  not  fterling :  tender  your  felf  more  dearly, 
Or  (not  to  crack  the  wind  of  this  poor  phrafe) 
Wrong  it  thus,  you'l  tender  me  a  fool. 

Ophel  My  Lord,  he  hath  importun  d  me  with  love 
In  honourable  fafhion. 

Pol.  I,  fafhion  you  may  call  it,  go  too,  go  tpo.  . 

Ophel  And  hath  given  countenance  to  his  fpeecb, 
My  Lord,  with  almoft  all  the  holy  vows  of  heaven. 

PoL  1  fpringes  to  catch  Wpod-cocks ;  I  know 
When  the  Blood  burns  how  prodigally  the  Soul  Lends 
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Lends  the  tcnguc  vows,    thcfe  blaiics,  daughter, 

*  Giving  more  light  than  heat;  Extinft  in  both, 
'  Even  in  their  promife,  as  it  is  a  making, 

'  You  mufl:  not  tal^e't  for  fire ;  frqm  this  time 
'  Befomething  fcanter  of  your  maiden  prefence, 

*  Set  your  cntreatments  at  a  higher  rate 

^  Than  a  command  to  parley  ^  for  Lord  Hamlet ^ 
'  Believe  fo  much  in  him,  that  he  is  young, 
«  And  with  a  larger  tedder  may  he  walk 
^  Than  may  be  given  you  :  in  few,  Opheliay 
<  Do  not  believe  his  vows,  for  they  are  Brokers, 
«  Not  of  that  dye  which  their  iaveftmealts  fliew, 
'  But  meer  Implorators  of  unholy  fuics, 

*  Breathing  like  fandified  and  pious  bonds, 

*  The  better  to  beguile :  this  is  for  all, 

I  would  nor,  in  plain  terras,  from  this  time  forth 
Have  you  foflandcr  any  moments  leifute. 
As  to  give  words  or  talk  with  the  Lord  HamUh 
Look  to't  I  charge  you,  come  your  ways. 

Ofhel,  I  fhall  obey,  my  Lord.  ^Exeunt. 
Hamlet,  Horatio,  an4MatCQ\^x\$, 

Ham.  The  air  bites  flirewdly,  it  is  very  cold. 

Hor/t.  It  is  a  nipping,  and  an  eager  air. 

Ham.  What  hour  now  ? 

Hora,  I  think  it  lacks  of  twelve. 

Mar.  No,  it  is  ftruck. 

Hora,  I  he;ird  it  not ;  it  then  draws  near  the  feafon 
Wherein  the  fpirit  held  his  wont  to  walk.  [-^  ^ourifij  of  Trum- 

What  does  this  mean,  my  Lord  ?  Zptts  and  Guns, 

Ham.  The  King  doth  walk  to  night  and  takes  his  rowfe, 

*  Keeps  wafiel,  and  the  fwaggcring  up  fpring  reels, 
And  as  he  takes  his  draughts  of  Rhenifh  down, 
The  Kettle-Drum  and  Trumpet  thus  proclaim 
The  triumph  of  his  pledge. 

Hora.  Is  it  acuftom  ? 

Ham.  I  marry  is't, 
But  to  mv  mind,  though  I  am  native  here 
And  to  the  manner  born,  it  is  acuftom 
More  honour  d  in  the  breach  than  the  obfervance: 
^  This  heavy-headed  revel  Eaft  and  Weft 
'  Makes  us  traduc'daod  taxed  of  other  nations  : 
'Thevclepeus  Drunkards,  and  with  fwinifli  phrafe 

*  Soil  our  addition  :  and  indeed  it  takes 

'  From  our  atchievementr,  though  perform'd>at.  height; 
^  The  pith  and  marrow  of  our  attribute t       '  . 

*  So  oft  it  chances  in  particular  men,    :  • 

^  That  for  fome  vicious  mole  of  Nature  in  Ibem,- 

•  .    •  e 
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^  As  in  their  birth,  wherein, they  are  not  guilty, 
'  (Since  Mature  cannot  chcofe-fe  origeti) 

*  By  their  c're-growth  of  Tome  coraplcftion, 

'  Ofc  breaking  down  the  pales  and  forts  of  reafon  ; 

*  Or  by  fome  habit  that  too  much  o're-kavens 

*  The  form  of  plaufive  manners,  that  thefe  men 
'  Carrying  I  fay  thcftamp  of  one  defect, 

*  Being  Natures  livery,  or  Fortunes  ftar, 

*  His  virtues  elfe  be  they  as  pure  as  grace, 
'  As  infinite  as  man  may  undergo,  • 

*  Shall  in  the  general  Cenfure  take  corruption 

^  From  that  particular  fault :  the  dram  of  eafe 
^  Doth  a]J  the  noble  fubftance  of  a  doubt 

^  To  his  own  fcandal.  ^Entcr  Ghafi. 

Mora.  Look,  my  Lord,  where  it  comes. 
Ham.  Angels  and  Minifters  of  grace  defend  us ! 

*  Be  thou  a  fpirit  of  health,  or  goblin  damn'd, 

*  Bring  with  thee  airs  from  heaven,  or  blalls  from  hell, 
'  Be  thy  intents  wicked  or  charitable, 

^  Thou  com'ft  in  fuch  a  queftionable  fhape 

*  That  I  will  fpeak  to  thee  j  1*11  call  thee  Hamlet^ 
'  King,  Father,  royal  'Dane :  O  anfwer  me. 

*  Let  me  not  bur  ft  in  ignorance  but  tell 

'  Why  thy  canonii'd  bones  hearfed  in  death 

'  Have  burft  their  cerements :  why  the  Sepulchre,  • 

'  Wherein  we  faw  thee  quietly  interred, 

'  Has  op*t  his  ponderous  and  marble  jaws, 

*  To  caft  thee  up  again :    what  may  this  mean 
That  thou  dead  coarfe  again  in  compleatftcel 
Revilit'ft  thus  the  glimpfes  of  the  Moon, 
Making  night  hideous,  and  we  fools  of  nature 
So  horridly  to  (hake  our  difpofition 

With  thoughts  beyond  the  reaches  of  our  Souls  ? 

Say  why  is  this  ?  wherefore  ?  what  (hould  we  do  ?  \^^eckons. 

Hot.  It  beckons  you  to  go  away  with  it, 
As  if  it  fome  impartment  did  defire 
To  you  alone. 

Mar,  Look  with  what  courteous  aftion 
It  waves  you  to  a  remote  ground, 
But  do  not  go  with  it. 

HoY^.  No,  by  no  means. 

Ham,  It  will  not  fpeak,  then  I  wiT  follow  it. 

Hora.  Do  not,  my  Lord. 

Ham.  Why  ?  what  (hould  be  the  fear  ? 
I  do  not  value  my  life  : 
And  for  my  Soul  what  can  it  do  to  that, 
Being  a  thing  immortal  as  it  fcif  ? 
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It  waves  me  forth  again,  Til  follow  it. 

Hor.  W  ha  t  if  it  terpt  you  to  ward  the  floods,  my  Lord, 
Or  to  the  dreadful  border  of  the  cliflf^ 
'  That  bettels  o  re  his  bafe  into  the  Sea, 
And  there  aflbme  fome  other  form,  .; 
'  Wtiich  might  deprive  your  foveraignty  of  reafon, 
And  draw  you  into  madnefs?  '  think  of  it, 
^  The  very  place  puts  toys  of  dcfperation 
^  Without  more  motive,  into  every  train, 

*  That  looks  fo  many  fadoms  to  the  Sea,  ^ 

'  And  hears  it  roar  beneath.  79nW  • 

Htim.  It  wavesme  ftill, 
'Go  on  rie  follow  thee. 

Mar.  You  fhall  not  go,  my  Lord, 

Ham,  Hold  off  your  hands. 

Hor  a.  Be  ruKd,  you  fhall  not  go. 

Ham.  My  fate  cries  out, 
And  makes  each  petty  Artery  in  this  body 
As  hardy  as  the  Nemean  Lion's  Nerve : 
Still  I  am  call'd  ;  unhand  mc,  Gentlemen, 
I'll  make  a  Ghoft  of  him  that  lets  me  : 

I  fay  away  :  Go  on,  Til  follow  thee.  [Exit  Chofi  and  Hamlet 

Hor  a.  He  grows  defpcrate  with  imagination. 
Mar.  Let's  follow,  'tis  not  fit  thus  to  obey  him. 
Hor  A,  To  what  ifTue  will  this  come  ? 
Mar.  Something  is  rotten  in  the  ftate  of  'Denmarki 
Hora  Heaven  will  difcoverit. 

*  Mar,  Nay  let's  follow  him*  ZExenm. 

Enter  Gh$ft  and  Hamlet. 
Ham.  Whither  jvilt  thou  lead  me  ?  fpcak,ril  go  no  further. 
Ghofi.  Mark  me. 
Ham.  I  will. 

Ghofl.  My  hour  is  almoll  come, 
When  I  to  fulphVous  and  tormenting  flames 
Mufl  render  up  my  felf. 

Ham,  Alas  !  poor  Ghoft. 

Chop:.  Pjty  me  not,  but  lend  thy  ferious  hearing 
To  what  1  fhall  unfold. 

Ham.  Speak  I  am  bound  to  hear. 

Ghoji.  So  art  thou  to  revenge  what  thou  (halt  hear. 

Ham.  What  ? 

Ghoft.  I  am  thy  Father's  fpirit, 
Doom'd  for  a  certain  term  to  walk  the  night, 
And  for  the  dav  confin'd  to  fnft  in  fires, 
Till  the  foal  crimes  done  in  my  days  of  nature 
Are  burnt  and  purg'd  away :  But  that  I  am  forbid 
To  tell  the  fecrets  of  my  prifon-houfc, 

\  I 
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I  could  a  tale  unfold,  whofe  lightefl:  word 
Would  harrow  up  thy  Soul,  freeze  thy  young  blood, 
Make  thy  two  eyes  like  ftars  ftart  from  their  fphcrcs, 
Thy  knotted  and  combined  locks  to  part. 
And  each  particular  hair  to  ftand  an  end 
Like  quills  upon  the  fearful  Porcupine  : 
But  this  eternal  blazon  muft  not  be 
To  ears  of  flefh  and  blood  :  lift,  lift,  O  lift. 
If  thou  didft  ever  thy  dear  Father  love. 
Ham,  O  hearen ! 

Choft,  Revenge  his  foul  and  moft  unnatural  murder. 
Ham,  Murder. 

Gho^,  Murder  moft  foul,  as  in  thebcftitis: 
But  this  moft  foul,  ftrange,  and  unnatural. 

Ham,  Hafte  me  to  know't,  that  I  with  wings  asfwift  • 
As  meditation,  or  the  thoughts  of  love, 
May  flie  to  my  Revenge. 

Ghtifi,  I  find  thee  apt ; 

*  And  duller  fhoud'ft  thou  be  than  the  fat  weed 

*  That  roots  it  felf  in  eafe  on  Lethts  wharf, 

*  Would'ft  thou  not  ftir  in  this :  „  now  Hamlet  hear, 
'Tis  given  out,  that  flecping  in  my  Garden 

A  Serpent  ftung  me :  fo  the  whole  Ear  of  2)enmdrk 
Is  by  a  forged  procefs  of  my  death 
Rankly  abufed  :  but  know  thou ,  Noble  Youth, 
The  Serpent  that  did  fting  thy  Father's  heart 
Now  wears  his  crown. 

Ham.  O  my  Prophetick  Soul,  my  Uncle  ? 

Ghofi,  I,  that  inceftuous,  that  adulterate  beaft, 

*  With  witchcraft  of  his  wits,  with  traitorous  gifts, 

*  O  wicked  wits,  and  gifts  that  have  the  power 

*  So  to  reduce !  „  won  to  his  fliameful  luft 
The  will  of  my  moft  feeming  vertuous  Queen. 
O  Hamlctj  what  a  falling  off  was  there 

>     From  me,  whofe  love  was  of  that  dignity, 
That  it  went  hand  in  hand  even  with  the  vow 
Imade  to  her  in  marriage  ?  and  to  decline 
Upon  a  wretch,  whofe  natural  gifts  were  poor 
To  thofe  of  mine ;  ^  but  virtue,  as  it  never  will  be  mov'd, 

*  Though  lewdnefs  court  it  in  a  fliape  of  heaven  *, 

*  So  vice,  though  to  a  radiant  angel  linkt, 

*  Will  fort  it  felf  in  a  celeftial  bed, 
'  And  prey  on  garbage. 

But  foft,  methinksl  fcent  the  morning  air, 
Brief  let  me  be :  fleeping  in  my  Garden, 
My  Cuftom  always  of  the  Afternoon, 

D  Upon 
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Upon  my  fecure  hour  thy  Uncle  to  me  ftole 
\\'  ich  juice  of  curred  Hcboria  in  a  Vial, 
And  in  the  porches  of  my  ears  did  pour 
The  Jeprons  diftilment,  whofe  EfTecfts 
Hold  fuch  an  enmity  with  blood  of  man, 
That  fwifc  asQuick>filver  it  courfes  through 
The  natural  gates  and  allies  of  the  body, 
And  with  a  fudden  vigour  it  doth  poilefs 
'  And  curd,  like  eager  droppings  into  milk, 
The  thin  and  wholefom  blood  ;  To  did  it  mine, 
And  a  moft  inftant  Tetter  barkt  about 
Mofl:  Lazar-like,  with  vile  and  loathforae  crufi: 
All  my  fmooth  body. 

Thus  was  I  fleeping,  by  a  brother's  hand, 

'  Of  Life,  of  Crown,  of  Queen  at  once  difpatcht, 

Cut  ofFeven  in  the  bloflbms  of  my  fin, 

*  Unnuzled,  dilhppointed,  un-aneald, 

^  No  reckoning  made,  but  fent  to  my  account 

*  With  all  my  imperfe(flions  on  my  head. 

*  O  horrible,  O  horrible,  moft  horrible  ! 
If  thou  haft  Nature  in  thee  bear  it  not, 
Let  not  the  royal  bed  of  Drww^r^be 

A  couch  for  Luxury  and  damned  Incefl. 
But  howfoever  thou  purfueft  this  ac% 
Taint  not  thy  mind,  nor  let  thy  foul  dcflgn 
Againft  thy  mother  ought,  leave  her  to  heaven, 
And  to  thoft  thorns  that  in  her  bofom  lodge, 
1  o  prick  and  fting  her :  fare  thee  well  at  once, 
The  Glo-worra  (hews  the  morning  to  be  near, 
And  'gins  to  pale  his  unefFeftual  fire  : 
Farewel,  remember  me. 

Ham,  O  all  you  hoft  of  heaven  /  O  eai  th  !  what  elfe  ? 
'  And  (hall  I  couple  hell  ?  O  fie  !  „  hold  hold  my  heart, 
And  you  my  finews  grow  not  inftant  old, 
But  bear  meftrongly  up  v  remember  thee  ! 
I,  thou  poor  Ghoft ,  whiles  memory  holds  a  feat 
In  this  diflraded  Globe  :  remember  thee ! 
Yea,  from  the  table  of  my  memory 
I'll  wipe  away  all  trivial  fond  records. 
All  Regiftcrs  of  books,  aU  forms  and  preftures  paft, 
That  youth  and  obfervation  copied  there, 
And  thy  commandment  all  alone  (hall  live 
Vyithin  the  book  and  volume  of  my  brain, 
Unmixt  with  bafer  matter  \  ycSj  by  hcavei. 
O  mofl:  pernicious  woman  ! 
O  villain,  villain,  fmiling  villain ! 
My  tafcles;  meet  it  is  I  fit  down. 
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That  one  may  fmile,  and  fmile,  and  be  a  villain  \ 
Ac  leaft  I  am  fure  it  may  be  fo  in  Dfnm^rkt 
So  Uncle  there  you  arc  :  now  to  my  word. 
It  is  farewel,  remember  me, 

1  have  fworn't.  Z,EfHtr  Horatio  4>td  Marcellus. 

Hora.  My  Lord,  my  Lord. 
Mitr.  Lord  Hamlet. 
Hora.  Heavens  fecure  him. 
Ham,  So  belt. 
Mar.  Illo,  ho,  ho,  my  Lord. 
Ham.  Hillo,  ho,  ho,  boy,  come  and  come. 
Mar.  How  is  t  my  Noble  Lord  ? 
Ham,  O  wonderful! 
Hora.  Good  my  Lord  tell  it* 
Ham.  No,  you  will  reveal  it. 
Hora.  Not  I,  my  Lord. 
Mar.  Nor  I,  my  Lord. 

Ham.  How  fay  you  then,  would  heart  of  man  once  think  it  ? 
But  you'll  befecret. 

Both.  As  death,  my  Lord. 

Ham.  There's  never  a  villain 
Dwelling  in  all  ^enmark^ 
But  he's  an  Arrant  knave. 

Hora.  There  needs  no  Ghoft,  my  Lord,  come  from  the  Grave 
To  tell  us  this. 

Ham.  Why  right,  you  are  in  the  right, 
And  fo  without  more  circumftanceat  all 
I  hold  it  fit  that  we  fhake  hands  and  part ; 
You  as  your  bufmefs  and  dcfire  (hall  point  you ; 
For  every  man  hath  bufincfs  and  dcfire, 
Such  as  it  is  ^  and  for  my  own  poor  part 
I  will  go  pray  . 

Hora.  Thefe  are  but  wild  and  windy  words,  my  Lord. 

Ham.  I  am  forry  they  offend  you  heartily, 
Yes  faith ,  heartily. 

Hora*  There's  no  offence,  my  Lord. 

Ham.  Yes  by  Saint  Tatrickjyut  there  is,  Horatic^ 
And  much  offence  too :  touching  this  vifion  here. 
It  is  an  honeft:  Ghoft,  that  let  me  tell  you  \ 
For  your  defire  to  know  what  is  between  us 
O're  mafter't  as  you  may :  and  now,  good  friends. 
As  you  are  Friends,  Scholars,  and  Souldiers, 
Give  me  one  poor  requcft. 

Hora,  What  is't  my  Lord,  we  will. 

Ham.  Never  make  known  what  you  have  fecn  to  night. 

Both.  My  Lord  we  will  not. 

ham.  Nay  but  fwcar'L 

D  X  H^ra. 
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//tfr4.  In  faith,  my  Lord,  not  I. 

Ma.r,  Nor  I,  my  Lord,  in  faith. 

Ham,  Upon  my  Sword. 

'  Mft,r.  Wc  havefworn,  my  Lord,  already. 

^  Ham,  Indeed  upon  my  Swrord,  indeed. 

[Ghofi  cnes  under  the  Stage, 

Choft.  Swear. 

Ham.  Ha,  ha,  boy,  fay 'ft  thou  To  ?  art  thou  there  true-penny  ? 
Come  on,  you  hear  this  fellow  in  the  ScUeridge, 
Confent  to  fwear. 

Hor.  Propofe  the^Oath,  my  Lord. 

Ham.  Never  to  fpcak  of  this  that  you  have  feen, 
Swear  by  my  Sword. 

Ghofi.  Swear. 

Ham.  Hie  &  hhiqnej  then  we'll  fliift  our  ground: 
Come  hither,  hither,  Gentlemen, 
And  lay  your  hands  again  upon  my  Sword : 
Swear  by  my  Sword, 

J^everto  fpeak  of  this  that  you  have  heard. 
GhoJ}.  Swear  by  his.  Sword. 

Ham.  Well  faid,  old  Mole,  canft  thou  work  i'th'earth  fo  faft  ? 
A  worthy  Pioner,  once  more  remove,  good  friends. 

Hor.  O  day  and  night !  but  this  is  wondrous  ftrange. 

Ham.  And  therefore  as  a  ftranger  give  it  welcome  : 
There  are  more  things  in  heaven  and  earth,  Horatio^ 
Than  are  dream't  of  in  your  Philofophy  :  but  come, 
Here  as  before ;  never,  fo  help  you  mercy, 
(How  ftrange  or  odd  fo  eVe  I  bear  my  fejf, 
As  I  perchance  hereafter  fliall  think  meet. 
To  put  an  antick  difpofition  on, 
That  yon  at  fuch  times  feeing  me,  never  fhall 
With  arms  encumbred  thus,  or  head  thus  fhak't, 
Or  by  pronouncing  of  fome  doubtful  phrafe, 
As,  well,  well,  we  know,  or  we  could,  and  if  we  would, 
Or  if  we  lift  to  fpeak,  or  there  be,  or  if  thty  might, 
Or  fuch  ambiguous  giving  out,  to  note) 
That  you  know  ought  of  me,  this  you  muft  fwear, 
*  So  grace  and  mercy  at  your  moft  need  help  you. 

Ghofi.  Swear. 

Ham.  Reft,  refty  perturbed  Spirit.   So,  Gentlemen 
With  all  ray  love  1  do  commend  me  to  you, 
And  what  fo  poor  a  man  as  Hamlet  is 
May  do  t'exprcfs  his  love  and  friendfhip  to  you  . 
Shall  never  fail,  let  us  go  in  together, 
And  ftill  your  fingers  on  your  lips,  I  pray, 
The  time  is  out  of  joynt,  O  curfcd  fpighi 

That 
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That  ever  1  was  born  to  fct  it  right ! 

Nay  come,  let's  go  together.  [Exennt.  . 


ACT  11.     S  C  E  N  E  1. 


Enter  Polonius  with  his  Man. 

^  Pfil.  ^^Ive  hira  this  money,  and  thefc  two  notes,  ReynaUo, 
\JI  *  Rcy  I  will,  my  Lord. 

*  Pol,  You  fliall  do  marvellous  wifely,  good  Reynaldo, 

*  Before  you  vifit  him,  to  make  enquiry  ^.^ 
'  Of  his  behaviour. 

*  Rey.  My  Lord  I  did  intend  it. 

*  7*/.  Marry  wellfaid,  very  well  faid,  look  you  Sir, 

*  Enquire  me  firft  what  7)anskers  arc  in  Taris^ 

*  And  how,  and  who,  what  naeans,  and  where  they  keep, 

*  What  company,  at  what  expencc  :  and  finding 

*  By  thisencompafTmcnt  and  drift  of  queftion, 

*  That  they  do  know  my  Son,  come  you  more  near, 

*  Then  your  particular  demands  will  touch  it, 

'  Take  you  as  'twere  fome  diftant  knowledge  of  him, 

*  As  thus,  I  know  his  father,  and  his  friends, 

*  And  in  part  him :  Do  you  mark  this,  RcynaUo  } 
'  J^ey.  I  very  well,  my  Lord. 

'  ToL  And  in  part  him,  but  you  may  fay  not  well, 
'  But  if  it  be  he  I  mean,  he's  very  wild, 
'  Addifted  fo  and  fo,  and  there  put  on  him 

*  What  forgeries  you  pleafe,  marry  none  fo  Rank 
'  As  may  dilhonour  hira,  take  heed  of  that  \ 

^  But  Sir,  fuch  wanton,  wild,  and  ufual  flips  ^ , 

*  As  are  companions  noted  and  mofl  known 

*  To  youth  and  liberty. 

*  Key.  As  gaming,  my  Lord. 

^  Tol  I,  or  drinking,  fencing,  fwearing^ 

*  Quarrelling,  drabbing,  you  may  go  fo  far. 

*  Rty,  My  Lord,  that  would  dilhonour  him. 

,  Tot,  Faith  as  you  may  feafon  it  in  the  Charge. 

*  You  muft  not  put  another  {candal  on  him, 

*  That  he  is  open  to  incontinency, 

*  That's  not  my  meaning,  but  breath  his  faults  fo  quaintly,  • 

*  That  they  may  feem  the  taints  of  liberty, 

*  The  fiafh  and  out^break  of  a  fiery  mind, 
'  A  favagenefs  in  unreclaimed  blood 

*  Of  general  aflaulr.  \ 
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* /^cy.  But,  ir.y  good  Lord, 

*  Pel.  Wherefore  fiiOuId  you  do  this  ? 

*  /icy.  Jy  my  Lord,  I  would  know  that. 

*  Ptl  Marry,  Sir,  here's  my  drift, 

*  And  I  believe  it  is  a  fetch  of  wit. 

'  You  laying  thcfe  flight  fullies  on  my  Son, 

^  As  'twere  a  thir^ga  little  foil'd  with  working, 

'  Mark  vou  your  party  in  converfe,  he  you  would  fouad, 

*  Having  ever  fcen  in  the  prenominnte  crimes 
'  The  \outh  you  breath  ofr guilty,  be  afTur'd 

*  Heclofcs  with  you  in  this  corifequcnce  ; 

*  Good  Sir  (or  fo)  or  Friend,  or  Gentleman, 

*  According  to  the  phrafe  or  the  addition 

*  Of  Man  and  Country.  ?'  ' 

^        Very  good,  my  Lord. 

And  then.  Sir,  docs  he  this,  he  does :  what  was  I  about  to  fay  ? 

*  By  the  Mafs  1  was  abcmt  to  fay  fomtlhing, 

*  Where  did  I  leave? 

^  Rey,  At  clofcsin  the confcqucnce. 

^Fol.  At  clofcs  in  theconfequence  j  I  marry, 
^  He  clofes  thu?,  1  know  the  Gentleman, 
^  1  faw  him  yefterday,  or  th' other  day, 
'  Or  then,  or  then,  with  fuch  or  fuch,  and,  as  you  fay, 
'  There  was  he  gaming  there,  or  took  in's  rowle, 
^  There  falling  out  at  Tennis,  or  perchance 

*  I  faw  him  enter  fuch  and  fuch  a  houfe  of  fale, 

^  Videlicet^  a  Brothel,  or  fo  forth.    See  you  now, 
'  Your  bait  of  falfhood  takes  this  Carp  of  truth, 
'  And  thus  do  we  of  wifdom  and  of  reach, 
^  With  windlefies,  and  with  effays  of  byas, 
<  By  indiretls  find  diredions  out : 
^  So  by  my  former  Lecture  and  Advice 
« Shall  you  my  Son.   You  have  me,  have  you  not  ? 
'  Eey.  My  Lord,  I  have. 

*  ToL  God  buy  ye,  fare  yc  well. 
^  T^ey  Good,  my  Lord. 

'  To!,  Obferve  his  inclination  in  your  fclf 

'  £ey.  I  (hail,  my  Lord. 

^  Pol.  And  lethimply  hisMafick. 

^  ^ey.  Well,  my  Lord.  C£a:;>  key.        Efiter  Ophelia. 

^  Pol.  Farewell.    „  How  now  O^fc^/;^,  what's  the  matter  ? 
Ophel.  O,  my  Lord,  my  Lord  1  I  have  been  fo  affrighted. 
PW.  With  what? 

Ophel.  My  Lord,  as  I  was  reading  in  my  clofet, 
VnuQzHamUt,  with  his  doublet  all  unbrac'd, 
No  hat  upon  his  head,  his  ftockings  loofc, 
'  Ungartred,  and  down-gyved  to  hisancklc, 

Paic 
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Pale  as  his  fhirt,  his  knees  knocking  each  other, 

And  with  a  look  fo  pltious 

A%  if  he  had  been  fent  from  hell 

To  fpeak  of  horrours,  he  comes  before  me. 

'Pol.  Mad  for  thy  love  ? 

Oi)hd.  My  Lord  1  do  not  know, 
But  truly  I  do  fear  it. 

ToL  Whatfaidhe? 

OphcL  He  took  me  by  the  wrift,  and  held  me  hard, 
Then  goes  he  to  the  length  of  all  his  arm, 
And  with  his  other  hand  thus  o're  his  brow 
He  falls  to  fuch  pcrufal  of  my  face 
As  he  would  draw  it :  long  ftaid  he  fo, 
Atlaft,  a  little  fhaking  of  mine  arm, 
And  thrice  his  head  thus  waving  up  and  down, 
He  raifed  a  figh  fo  pitious  and  profound 
As  it  did  feem  to  fliatter  all  his  bulk. 
And  end  his  being    that  done,  he  lets  mc  go. 
And  with  his  head  over  his  fhoulders  turn  d 
He  feem'd  to  find  his  way  without  his  eyes  v 
For  out  of  doors  he  went  without  their  helps, 
And  to  the  laft  bended  their  light  on  me. 

Pol.  Come,  go  with  me,  I  will  go  feek  the  King, 
This  is  the  very  cxtalie  of  love, 
'  Whofe  violent  property  foregoes  it  felf, 
^  And  leads  the  will  to  defperate  undertakings, 

*  As  oft  as  any  paffion  under  heaven 

*  That  does  affli(ft  our  natures :  I  am  forry  ^ 
What  ?  have  you  given  him  any  hard  words  of  late  ? 

Oph.  No,  my  good  Lord,  but  as  you  did  command, 
I  did  repel  his  Letters,  and  deny'd 
His  accefs  to  me 

Pol.  That  hath  made  him  mad  : 
^  I  am  forry  that  with  better  heed  and  judgment 
'  I  had  not  quoated  him  \  I  fcar'd  he  did  but  trifle, 
'  And  meant  to  wrack  thee,  but  bcfhrcw  my  jealoufic  \ 

*  By  heaven  it  is  as  proper  to  our  Age 

*  To  caft  beyond  our  felves  in  our  opinions, 

*  As  it  is  common  for  the  younger  fort 

'  To  lack  difcrction  :  '  Come,  go  with  me  to  the  King, 
This  muft  be  known,  which  being  kept  clofe  might  move 
More  grief  to  hide,  than  hate  to  utter  love. 

Come.  lExfHnt. 
FloHripj.    Etitcr  Ktnfr^  Qjieen^  Rofencraus  and  Gu'Jdenflern. 
King.  Welcome  good  Rofericrnns  and  GHildcnfiern, 
Bcfidis,  that  we  did  long  to  fee  you. 
The  need  we  have  to  ufe  you  did  provoke 

Our 
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Our  hafly  fending,    fomething  you  have  heard 

Of  H'^mlct\  transformation,  fo  call  it  j 

Sirh  nor  th'  exterior,  nor  the  inward  man 

Refcmblcs  that  it  was  :  what  it  (hould  be 

More  than  his  father's  death,  that  thus  hath  put  him 

So  much  from  the  underftanding  of  himfelf 

I  cannot  dream  of :  I  entreat  you  both, 

That  being  of  fo  young  days  brought  up  with  him, 

*  And  fith  fo  neighboured  to  his  youth  and  haviour, 

That  you  vouchfafe  your  reft  here  in  our  Court 

Some  little  time,  fo  by  your  companies 

To  draw  him  on  to  plealures,  and  to  gather 

So  much  as  from  occafion  you  may  glean, 

Whether  ought  to  us  unknown  affli£ls  him  thus, 

That  lies  within  our  remedy. 

S^een.  Good  Gentlemen,  he  hath  much  talktof  you. 
And  fure  I  am,  two  men  there  are  not  living 
To  whom  he  more  adheres;  if  it  will  pleafe  you 
To  fliew'  us  fo  much  gentlenefs  and  good-will, 
As  to  employ  your  time  with  us  a  while 
For  the  fupply  and  profit  of  our  hope. 
Your  vjfitation  fhall  receive  fuch  thanks 
As  fits  a  King's  remembrance. 

Rof.  Both  your  Majefties 
Might  by  the  Sovereign  power  you  have  over  us 
Put  your  dread  pleafures  more  into  command 
Than  to  intreaty. 

ChU.  But  we  both  obey. 
And  hear  give  up  our  felves  in  the  full  bent, 
To  lay  our  fervice  freely  at  your  feet. 

King.  Thanks  Rofencrans  and  gentle  Guildenftern. 

9^een.  Thanks  GHtldenftern  and  gentle  Rofencraas* 
And  I  befeech  you  inftantly  to  vifit 
My  too  much  changed  Son :  go  fom.eof  you. 
And  bring  thefe  Gentlemen  where  Hamlet  is. 

GuiL  Heavens  make  our  prcfencc  and  our  prailices 
Pleafant  and  helpful  to  him. 

§lHeen.  Amen.  ZExeum  Rof.  and  Guil 

Enter  Folonius. 

*  Pol.  Th'  Embaffadors  from  Norway^  my  good  Lord, 

*  Are  joyfully  returned. 

^  King.  Thou  ftill  haft  been  the  father  of  good  news. 
^ToL  Have  I,  my  Lord?  lafluremy  good  Liege 

*  I  hold  my  duty  as  1  hold  my  Soul, 

*  Both  to  my  G  d,  and  to  my  gracious  King : 
'  And  "  1  do  think,  or  elfe  this  brain  of  mine 
Hunts  not  the  trail  of  policy  fo  fure 
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As  it  has  us'd  to  do,  that  1  have  found 
The  very  caufe  of  Hamlets  lunacy. 
King,  O  fpeak  of  that,  that  I  do  long  to  hear. 

*  Pol.  Give  firft  admittance  to  the  ambafladors. 
'  My  news  flbalJ  be  the  fruit  to  that  great  feaft. 

*  King,  Thy  felf  do  grace  to  them,  and  bring  them  in . 
'  He  tells  me,  my  dear  Gertrard,  he  hath  found 

*  The  head  and  fourcc  of  all  your  Son's  diftcmpcr. 

'  Qneefi,  I  doubt  it  is  no  other  but  the  main, 
'  His  father's  death,  and  our  hafty  marriage. 

Enttr  EmbaJJadors, 

*  King.  Well,  we  (hall  fift  him :.  welcome  my  good  friends : 

*  S^y  Foltmand^  what  from  our  brother  Norvpay  ? 

'  Vol,  Molt  fair  return  of  greetings  and  defires  : 

*  Upon  our  firft  he  fent  out  to  fupprefs 

^  His  Nephew's  lives,  which  to  him  appear'd 

*  To  be  a  preparation  againft  the  ToUack.^ 

*  But  better  lookt  into,  he  truly  found 

'  It  was  againft  your  Highnefs ;  whereat  grieved 
^Thatfo  hisfickefs,  age,  and  impotence 

*  Was  falfly  born  in  hand,  fends  out  arrefts 

*  On  Ferunbrafs,  which  he  in  brief  obeys, 

*  Receives  rebuke  from  Norway^  and  in  fine, 
'  Makes  vow  before  his  Uncle,  never  more 

^  To  give  th'  affay  of  arms  againft  your  Majefty, 

^  Whereon  old  Norvvay  overcome  with  joy, 

'  Gives  him  threefcore  thoufand  Crowns  in  Annual  fee, 

*  And  his  commidion  to  imploy  thofc  Souldicrs 
'  So  levied  as  before,  againft  the  Pollack^ 

'  With  an  intreaty  herein  further  fhown, 
^  That  it  might  pleafe  you  to  give  quiet  pals 
^  Through  your  Dominions  for  this  enterprize, 

*  On  fuch  regards  of  fafety  and  allowance 

*  As  herein  are  fet  down. 

*  King,  It  likes  us  well, 

*  And  at  our  more  confidercd  time  we'll  Read, 

*  Anfwer,  and  think  upon  this  Bufinefs : 

*  Mean  time  we  thank  you  for  your  well  took  labour, 

*  Go  to  your  reft,  nt  night  we'il  feaft  together  : 

*  Moft  welcome  home.  \^E.vtunt  Embsffaiers. 

^ToL  Thisbufinefs  is  well  ended. 
My  Liege  and  Madam,  to  expoftulatc 
What  Majefty  fhould  be,  what  duty  is. 
Why  day  is  day,  night  night,  and  time  is  time  j 
Were  nothing  but  to  waft  night,  day,  and  time  j 
Therefore  brevity  is  the  Soul  of  wit, 
And  tedioufnefs  the  liiDbs  and  outward  fiourifhes : 
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I  will  be  brief :  your  noble  Son  is  mad. 
Mad  call  I  it  ?  for  to  define  true  madncfs, 
What  is't  but  to  be  nothing  elfe  but  mad  ? 
But  let  that  go. 

§ltieen.  More  matter  with  lefs  art, 

Fol.  Madam,  1  fwear  I  ufe  no  art  at  all, 
That  he's  mad,  'tis  true,  tis  true,  'tis  pity, 
And  pity  *tis  'tis  true,  a  foolifh  figure, 
But  farcwelic,  fori  will  ufe  no  art : 
Mad  let  us  grant  him  then,  and  now  remains 
That  we  find  out  the  caule  of  thiseffeft, 
Or  rather  fay  the  caufe  of  this  defeft. 
For  this  effeft  defedive  comes  by  caufe : 
Thus  it  remains,  and  the  remainder  thus. 
Confider. 

I  have  a  daughter,  have  while  (he  is  mine. 
Who  in  her  duty  and  obedience,  mark, 

Hath  given  me  this  j  now  gather  and  furmife.  Z^^^^- 
To  the  CeUftial  and  my  SohIs  Idol^  the  mofl  beautified  Ophelia.  That's 
ill  phrafe,  a  vile  fhrafe  ;  Beautified  is  a  vile  vhrafe  :  hnt  yoft  Jhall  hear^ 
thus  in  her  excellent  white  bofom,  Thcfe  &C. 
J^uetn.  Came  this  from  Hamlet,  to  her  ? 
Pol,  Good  Madam  ftay  a  while,  I  will  be  faithful. 

Doubt  that  the  Stars  are  fire,  Letter* 
Doubt  that  the  Sun  doth  move. 
Doubt  truth  to  be  a  lyar, 
But  never  doubt  I  love* 
0  dear  Ophelia,  lam  ill  at  thefe  numbers,  I  have  npt  art  to  reckon  my 
groans   but  that  J  love  thec  befl^  0  mofl  beft  beleive  it:  Adieu,  Thine 
evermore^  mofl  dear  Lady,  vphilfl  this  machine  is  to  him, 

Hamlet 

Pol.  This  in  obedince  hath  my  daughter  (hewn  me, 
And  more  concerning  his  folicitings, 
Ai  they  fell  out  by  time,  by  means,  and  place, 

*  AH  given  to  mine  ear. 

King  But  how  hath  flic  received  his  love  ? 

Pol.  What  do  you  think  of  me? 

King.  As  of  a  man  faithful  and  honourable. 

ToL  I  would  fain  prove  fo :  but  what  might  you  think 
.When  I  had  fecn  this  hot  love  on  the  wing, 
As  1  perceived  it  (1  mufl:  tell  you  that) 
Before  my  daughter  told  me    what  might  you 
Or  ray  de?r  Majefty  your  Qpeen  here  think. 
If  I  bad  plaid  the  Desk  or  Table-book, 

*  Or  given  my  heart  a  winking,  mute  and  dumb, 
Or  looktupon  this  love  with  idle  fight, 

What  might  you  think  ?  no,  I  wcRt  round  to  work. 
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And  my  Young  Miftrifs  thuM  charge : 
Lord  Hamltt  is  a  prince  p/oovc  thy  fpherc. 
This  mult  nor  be :  and  then  I  precepts  gave  her, 
That  ilie  (houlci  lock  her  felf  from  his  refort. 
Admit  no  Mcllengers,  receive  no  tokens. 
Which  done,  (he  toofc  the  fru  ts  of  ray  advice  \ 
And  he  repeli'd,  a  Ihort  talc  to  make. 
Fell  into  a  fadneft,  then  into  a  fall,  ^ 
'  Thence  to  a  watch,  then  into  a  weaknefs, 
Thence  to  a  Ughtneft,  and  by  this  declenfioa 
Into  the  madnefs  wherein  he  now  raves, 
And  aU  we  mourn  for. 

King.  Do  you  think  'tis  this  ? 

Slnecn,  It  may  be  very  likely. 

Tol.  Hath  there  been  fucha  time,  I  would  fain  kaowtha(# 
That  lhavepolitively  faid,  'tisfo, 
When  it  prov'd  otherwife  ? 

King.  Not  that  1  know. 

ToL  Take  this  from  this,  if  this  be  other  wife, 
If  circumfliances  lead  me,  I  will  find 
Where  truth  is  hid,  though  it  were  hid  indeed 
Within  the  centre. 

King.  How  may  we  try  it  further  ? 

¥ol  Sometimes  he  walks  four  hours  together 
Here  in  the  Lobby. 

9l,ueen.  So  he  does  indeed. 

PoL  At  fuch  a  time  TU  loofe  my  daughter  to  him, 
Be  you  and  i  behmd  the  Arras  then, 
Mark  the  encounter  ^  if  he  love  her  not. 
And  be  not  from  his  reafon  fafn  thereon. 
Let  me  be  no  afliftant  for  a  State, 
But  keep  a  Farm  and  Carters. 

Kwg.  We  will  try  it.  [Enter  Hamlet; 

^Hten.  But  look  where  fadly  the  poor  wretch  comes  reading 

FoL  Away,  I  do  befeech  you  both  away,         {Extt  Ktng  and  Qmtn^ 
rU  board  him  prelently.    O  give  me  leave# 
*  How  does  mv  good  Lord  Hamlet} 

*  HAm    Excellent  well. 

?ol.  Do  you  know  me,  my  Lord  ? 

//^m.    xcellent  well,  youarea  Fifli-monger. 

Tol  Not  I,  my  Lord. 

Ham.  Then  I  would  you  werefo  honefta  man. 
Fol  Honeft  my  Lord  ? 

Ham.  I  Sir,  to  be  honeft  as  this  world  goes, 
Is  to  f)e  one  man  pickc  out  of  ten  choufandL 
Pol  That  is  very  true,  my  Lord. 

Hm.  For  if  the  Sua  breed  maggou  in  a  dead  dog,  being  a  good 

Ex  i^iffing 
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killing  carrion.   Have  you  a  daughter  ?    >  ic^nrfJ 

•  Pel  Ihavcmy  Lord.  "         .  r  -  v. 
H*im  Let  her  not  walk  i'th  Sun,  conception  is  a  bleflirigf 

But  as  your  daughter  may  conceive,  friend  look  to't. 

ToL  How  fay  you  by  that  ?  ftill  harping  on  my  d^iughter,  yet  he  i<new 
me  not  at  firft,  but  faid  I  was  a  Fifh-monger,  he  is  far  gone  j  and  truely 
in  my  youth  I  fuffcred  much  extremity  for  Love,  very  near  this:  Tli  fpeak 
to  him  again.    What  do  you  read,  my  Lord  ? 

Ham.  Words,  words,  words. 

fol  What  is  the  matter,  my  Lord? 

Ham.  Between  who  ?  ;W5J  w*. 

TqU  I  mean  the  matter  that  you  read,  my  Lord. 

Ham,  Slanders  Sir  ^  for  the  Satyrical  Rogue  fays  here,  that  old  men 
have  gray  beards,  that  their  faces  are  wrinkled^  their  Eves  purging  thick 
Amber,  and  Piumb-tree  Gum,  and  that  they  have  a  plentiful  lack: of  wit, 
together  with  moft  weak  hams,  all  which.  Sir,,  though  1  moft  powerfully 
and  potently  believe,  yet  I  hold  it  not  honefty  to  have  it  thus fet  down, 
for  your  felf,  Sir,  (hall  grow  old,  as  I  am,  if  like  a  Crab  you  could  go 
backward. 

fel  Though  this  be  madnefs,  yet  there  is  method  in't,  will  you  walk 
out  of  the  Air,  my  Lord  ? 
Htim.  Into  nr.y  Grave. 

Tol,  Indeed  that's  out  of  the  Air ;  how  pregnant  fometimes  his  replycs 
?.rc !  a  happincfj  that  often  madnefs  hits  ob,  "  Which  reafon  and  fandtity 

could  not  fo  happily  be  delivered  of.  I  will  leave  him  sBd  my  daugh- 
tcr.    My  Lord  I  will  take  my  leave  of  you. 

Haw,  You  cannot  take  from  me  any  thin^  that  I  will  not  more  willing- 
ly part  withal,  except  my  life,  except  my  ]ife,  except  my  life. 

£»ffr  Guildenftcrn  ^w^Rofencraus.  r"  -  ^  .  ^• 

ToL  Fare  you  well,  my  Lord. 

Ham,  Thefe  tedious  old  fools. 

ToL  You  go  to  fcek  the  Lord  Hamhty  there  he  is. 

IRef.  Save  you.  Sir. 

ChiL  My  honoured  Lord. 

£of.  My  mod  dear  Lord. 

Ham.  My  excellent  ^ood  friends,  how  doft  thou  C/^/V^^w/f^r^j  ? 
Ah  /^oferjcraus^  good  lads,  how  do  you  both  ? 

*  /i^oJ.  As  the  indifferent  Children  of  the  earth, 

*  GitiL  Happy  in  that  we  arc  not  ever  happy  on  fortunes  cap, 

*  We  are  not  the  very  b\itton. 

^  Ham,  Nortbe  fok-sof  herfhooc. 

*  ^of.  Neither,  my  Lord. 

^  Ham,  Then  you  li^e  about  her  waft,  or  in  the  middl«  of  her  favours. 

*  (7////.  Faith  in  her  privates  we.        .  ^   li  ^ 

*  Ham,  In  the  fecret  pars  of  fortune,  ohmoft,true,fhe  is  a  Strumpet. 
What  news  ? 

Jiof,  None,  my  Lord,  btJt  the  world's  grown  honcft. 

Ham. 
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Hm»  Then  is  Doomf-day  near :  fure  your  news  is  not  true.  - 
But  in  the  beaten  way  of  friendlhip,  what  make  you  at  Elfemur  ? 

Rof,  Tovificyou,  my  Lord,  no  other  occafion.  " 

Ham.  Begger  that  I  am,  1  am  even  poor  in  thanks,  but  I  thank  you, 
'  And  fure  dear  friends,  my  thanks  are  too  dear  a  half-penny  :  <  were  you 
Rot  fcnt  for?  is  it  your  own  inclining?  is  it  a  free  vihtation  ?  come, 
come,  deaLjurtly  with  me,  come,  come,  nay  fpeaL 

Cuil  What  fhould  we  fay.  my  Lord  ? 

Ham.  Any  thing,  but  to  th*  purpofe  you  were  fent  for,  and  there  is  a 
kind  of  confeflion  in  your  Looks,  which  your  Modefties  have  not  crafc 
enough  to  coulour :  1  know  the  good  King  and  Queen  have  fent  for 
you 

Jiof.  To  what  end,  My  Lord  ? 
:  That  you  muft  teach  me  :  but  Jet  me  conjure  you  by  the  rights 

of  our  fellow/hips,  by  the  confonancy  of  our  youth,  by  the  obligation  of 
our  ever  preferred  love,  and  by  what  more  dear,  a  better  propofer  and 
charge  you  withal^  be  even  and  direit  with  me,  whether  you  were  fenc 
for  or  no. 

J^of.  What  fay  yoa  ? 

Ham.  Nay  then  I  have  an  eyt  of  you,  if  you  love  me  hold  not  off. 
Guil.  My  Lord  we  were  fent  for. 

Ham.  1  will  tell  you  whv,  fo  fball  my  anticipation  prevent  your  dif- 
covery  ,  and  your  fccrefic  to  the  King  and  Queen  moult  no  feather  :  T 
have  of  late,  but  wherefore  1  know  not,  lofl:  all  my  mirth,  foregone 
all  cuftome  of  excrcifes,  "and  indeed  it  goes  fo  heavily  with  my 
"  difpofition,  "  that  this  goodly  frame  the  earth  ,  feems  to  men  fteril 
promontory  ^  this  moft  excellent  Canopy  the  Air  look  you,  this  brave 
o're-hang*d  firmament,  this  Majeftical  roof  fretted  with  golden  fire, 
why  it  appeareth  nothing  to  me  but  a  foul  and  peftilcnt  congregati- 
on of  vapours.  What  a  piece  of  work  is  man?  how  Nobis  in  rcafon  \ 
how  infinite  in  faculties!  in  form  and  moving,  how  exprefs  and  ad- 
mirable [  in  Action ,  how  like  an  Angel !  in  apprehenfion,  the  beauty 
of  the  World  ,  the  paragon  of  Animals  j  and  yet  to  me  ,  what  is  this 
quintefience  of  duft  ?  Man  delights  not  me,  nor  Women  neither, 
thou  'h  by  your  fmiling  you  feem  to  fay  fo. 

Hof.  My  Lordy  there  was  no  fuch  fluff  in  my  thoughts. 

Ham.  Why  did  ye  laugh  then,  when  I  faid  man  delights  not  mc  ? 

Rof.  To  think,  my  Lord,  if  you  delight  not  in  man,  what  Lenten 
Entertainment  the  Players  (hall  receive  from  you  ,  we  met  them  on  the 
wiay,  and  hither  are  they  coming  to  offer  you  Service. 

Ham,  He  that  pla^s  the  King  fhall  be  welcome,  his  Majcfly  fhall  have 
tribute  of  me,  the  adventurous  Knight  fhall  ufe  his  foil  and  target,  the 
lover  fliall  not  figh  Gratij,  the  humorous  man  fhall  end  his  part  in  peace, 
and  the  Lady  fhall  f^y  her  mind  freely,  or  the  blank  vcrfe  (hall  halt  for  t. 
What  Players  are  they  ? 

Rof.  Even  thofe  you  were  wput  Jto  takf  fuch  delight  in,  the  Trage- 
dians of  the  City.  *  , 

•  Ham, 
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Ham.  Hov;  chances  it  they  travel  ?  their  rcfidencc  both  in  reputatioa 
and  profit  was  better  both  ways. 

Rof,  I  think  their  inhibition  comes  by  the  meant  of  the  late  innova- 
tion. 

Ham.  Do  they  hold  rhe  fame  Eftimation  they  did  when  1  was  in  the 
City  ?  are  they  fo  followed  ? 
Ro[,  No  indeed  they  are  not. 

Hum.  It  is  not  very  ftrangc  for  my  Uucic  is  King  of  T>enmarV^^  and 
thofe  that  would  rtiake  mouths  at  him  while  my  father  lived,  give  twenty 
forty,  fifty,  a  hundred  duckets  a  piece  for  his  Pitoc  in  iitrle:  there  i$ 
fomcthing  in  this  more  than  natural,  if  Philofophy  could  find  it  out. 

lAflonrtSh. 

Cuil  Shall  we  call  the  Players  ? 

Ham.  Gentlemen  you  are  welcome  to  Elftnour^  your  hands;  come 
then,  th*  appurtenance  of  welcome  is  Fafhion  and  Ceremony,  let  me 
comply  with  you  in  this  garb,  "left  my  extent  to  tftc  Players,  which  I 
**  tell  you  muftlhew  fairly  outwards  ftiould  more  arpear  like  Entertain- 
mentthan  yours ;  you  arc  welcome  :  ''but  my  Uncle-father,  and  Aunt- 
mother  arc  deceived. 

GhH.  In  what,  my  dear  Lord  ? 

Ham.  I  am  but  mad  North- North- weft,  when  the  wind  is  Southerly  I 
know  a  hawk  from  a  hand-faw.  l^Enter  Polonius. 

ToL  Well  be  with  you.  Gentlemen. 

Ham.  Hark  you,  GuiUerj/lern^  and  you  too,  at  each  ear  a  hearer,  that 
great  Baby  as  you  fee  is  not  yet  out  of  his  fwadling-clouts. 

jRof.  Happily  he  is  thefecond  time  come  to  them,  for  they  fay  an  old 
man  is  twice  a  Child. 

Ham.  1  will  prophcfie  that  he  comes  to  tell  me  of  the  Players,  mark 
it :  You  fay  right.  Sir,  a  Munday  morning,  'twas  then  indeed. 

Pol.  My  Lord,  I  have  news  to  tell  you. 

Ham.  My  Lord,  I  have  news  to  tell  you  when ^<>/?«i  was  an  Aitor 
in  Rome. 

Toi.  The  Aftors  are  come  hither,  my  Lord. 

Ham.  Buz,  buz. 

Tol.  Upon  mine  honour. 

Ham  Then  came  each  Adtor  on  his  Afs. 

Tol.  The  beft  Adtors  in  the  world,  either  for  Tragedy,  Comedy  , 
Hiftory,  Paftoral,  Paftoral-Comical,  Hiftorical-Paftoral  Scene,  indivi- 
dab!c,  or  Poem  unlimited :  Seneca  cannot  be  too  heavy,  nor  TUhuhs  too 
light  for  the  law  trf  Wit  and  Liberty ,  thefe  are  the  only  men. 

Ham.  O  Jeftha  Judge  of  ifrael,  what  a  treafure  hadft  thou  ? 

*Tol.  What  a  treafure  had  he,  my  Lord  ? 
Ham,  Why  one  fair  daughter  and  no  more,  the  which  he  loved  pafling 
well. 

-  Tol,  Still  on  my  daughter. 
Ham.  Am  I  not  i*th*  right,  old  Jeph^ 
What  follows  then,  my  Lord? 
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*  H4m.  Why  as  by  lot  God  wot ,  and  then  you  know  it  came  to  pafs; 

*  as  moft  like  it  w;?s :  „  the  firft  row  of  the  Rubrick  will  fliew  you  more, 
for  look  where  my  abridgment  comes. 

Enttr  PUyers. 

Ham.  You  are  welcome  Mailers,  welcome  all,  M  am  glad  to  fee 
'  thee  well ,  welcome  good  friends  '  oh  old  friend!  why  thy  face  is 
valanc'd  fincel  faw  thee  laft,  com*ft  thou  to  beard  me  in  2)enmai\? 
what  my  young  Lady  and  Miftrifs!  my  Lady  your  Ladifhip  is  nearer 
to  heaven  than  when  I  faw  you  laft  by  the  altitude  of  a  Chopinc,  I 
wifh  your  voice,  like  a  piece  of  uncurrant  gold,  benotcrackt  with- 
in the  ring  :  Matters  you  are  all  welcome,  well  e'ne  to't  like  friend- 
ly Faulkeners,  fly  at  any  thing  wc  fee  we'll  have  a  fpeech  ftraight,  come 
give  us  a  tafte  of  your  quality,  come  a  paflionate  Speech. 

Tlayers.  What  Speech,  my  good  Lord? 

Ham.  I  heard  thee  fpeak  me  a  fpeech  once,  but  it  was  never  AClcd , 
or  if  it  was,  not  above  once,  for  the  Play  I  remember  pleafed  not 
the  milion  ,  'twas  a  Caviary  to  the  general,     but  it  was  as  I  re- 

*  ceived  it  and  others ,  whofe  judgements  in  fuch  matters  cried  in  the 
'  top  of  mine,  an  excellent  Play,  well  digefted  in  the  Scenes,  fet  down 
'  with  as  much  modefty  as  cunning.  I  remember  one  faid  there  were 
^  no  Sallets  in  the  lines  to  make  the  matter  favoury  ,  nor  no  matter 

*  in  the  phrafe  that  might  indite  the  Author  of  Afieftion ,  but  call'd 

*  it  an  honeft  method  ,  as  wholfome  as  fwect ,  and  by  very  much  more 

*  handfome  than  fine  \  one  fpeech  in't  I  chiefly  loved ,  'twas  aySneas 
talk  toTJUoj  and  thereabout  of  it  efpecially  whenbcfpeaks  of  Pri- 
am*s  flaughter,  if  it  live  in  your  memory,  begin  at  this  line,  let  me  fee, 
let  me  fee,  the  rugged  Pyrrhus  like  th'  Hircanian  Beaft  ,  'tis  not ,  it  be- 
gins with  Pyrrhus,    The  rugged  PyrrhnSy  hc  whofe  fable  Arms, 

Black  as  his  purpofe  did  the  night  referable, 
^  When  he  lay  couched  in  th*  ominous  horfe, 

*  H-ith  now  his  dread  and  black  completion  fmear'd 

*  With  Heraldry  morcdifmal  head  to  foot  ; 
'  Now  is  he  total  Gules,  horridly  trickt 

*  With  blood  of  fathers,  mothers,  daughters,  fons, 

*  Bak'd  and  embafted  with  the  parching  ftreets, 
'  That  lend  a  tyrannous  and  a  damned  light 

'  To  their  Lord*s  murder,  roafled  in  wrath  and  nre, 

*  And  thus  o're-cifed  with  coagulate  gore, 

*  With  eye^  like  Carbuncles,  the  hellifh  Tyrrhns 
[  Old  granfire  TrUm  feeks  \  fo  proceed  you. 

Pol.  My  Lord  well  fpokcn,  with  good  accent  and  good  difcrction  \ 
So  proceed. 

TUy.  Anon  he  finds  him 
Striking  too  (hort  at  Greeks  his  antick  Sword, 
Rebellious  to  his  arm,  lies  where  it  falls, 
Repugnant  to  command   unequal  marcht, 
Pjrrhhs  at  Priam  drives,  in  ragcftrikes  wide. 

But 
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But  with  the  whiff  and  wind  of  his  fell  Sword, 
Th'  unnerved  Father  falls 
i  Seeming  to  fell  this  blow,  with  flaming  top. 
'  Stoops  to  his  bafe,  and  with  a  hideous  crafli 

*  Takes  Prifoncr  Pyrrhns  car :  for  loe  his  Sworc^, 
'  VV^hich  was  declining  on  the  milky  head 

'  Of  reverend  Priam  fcem'd  i'th  Air  to  ftick, 
'  So  as  a  painted  Tyrant  Pyrrhhs  ftood, 
^  Lik  a  neutral  to  his  will  and  matter, 
^  Did  nothing: 

But  as  we  often  fee  againfl;  fome  ftorm, 
A  filencc  in  the  Heavens,  the  racks  ftand  ftill, 
The  bold  wind  fpccchlcls,  and  the  orb  below 
As  hulh  as  death,  anon  the  dreadful  thunder 
Doth  rend  the  region :  fo  after  Pyrrhus  pawfe, 
A  rowfed  vengance  fets  him  new  awork, 
And  never  did  the  Cyclops  hammers  fall, 
On  Mars  his  Armour,  forged  for  proof  ctern, 
With  lefs  remorfe,  than  Tyrrhus  bleeding  Sword 
Now  falls  on  Triam. 

Out,  out,  thou  Strumpet  Fortune  !  ^all  you  Gods 

'  In  general  Synod  take  away  her  Power, 

'  Break  all  the  Spokes  and  Felloes  from  her  Wheel, 

*  And  bowl  the  round  Nave  down  the  hill  of  Heaven, 

*  As  low  as  to  the  Fiends. 

PoL  This  is  too  long. 

Ham,  Itihall  to  the  Barbers  with  your  Beard :  prethee  fay  on,  he's  for 
a  ]ig,  or  a  tale  of  Bawdry,  or  he  Sleeps  ^  fay  on,  come  to  Hecuba, 
Play.  But  who  alas  had  fcen  the  mobled  Queen. 
Ham.  The  moblcd  Qjjcen ! 
Tol,  That's  good. 

Play.  Run  bare-foot  up  and  down  thrcatningthc  flames, 
A  clout  upon  that  head 

\\  here  late  the  Diadem  ftood,  and  for  a  Robe, 
About  her  lank  and  all  o'rc-teamed  loyns, 
A  blanket  in  the  alarm  of  fear  caught  up. 
Whothis  had  feen,  with  tongue  in  venorae  fteept, 
'Gainft  fortunes  State  would  Treafon  have  pronounc'd  : 
^  But  if  the  Gods  themfelves  did  fee  her  then, 
'  When  (lie  faw  Pyrrhns  make  malicious  fport 

*  In  mincing  with  his  Sword  her  Husband's  limbs, 

*  The  inftant  burft  of  clamour  that  fhe  made, 

*  Unlefs  things  mortal  move  them  not  at  all, 

*  Would  have  made  milch  the  burning  Eyes  of  Heaven, 

*  And  palTion  in  the  Gods. 

Pol.  Look  where  he  has  not  turned  his  colour,  and  has  tears  in's  Eyes ; 
prethee  no  more. 

Ham. 
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TJam.  Tis  wcU,  I'll  have  thee  fpeak  out  the  refl:  of  this  foon.  Good  my 
Lord  will  you  fee  the  Players  well  beftowcd,  do  you  hear,  let  them  be  well 
ufedjfor  they  are  the  J^bftraft  and  brief  Chronicics  of  the  time*,  after  your 
death  you  were  better  have  a  bad  Epitaph,  than  their  ill  report  while 
you  live. 

Pol.  My  Lord,  I  will  ufe  thera  according  to  their  defert. 

Ham.  Much  better,  ufe  every  man  after  his  defert,  and  who  fhall  fcape 
whipping?  ufe  them  after  your  own  honour  and  dignity,  the  lefs  they 
delerve  the  more  merit  is  in  your  bounty :  Jake  them  in. 

Pol.  Come  firs. 

Ham.  Follow  him,  friends^  we'll  hear  a  Play  to  morrow  j  do'ftthou 
hear  me,  old  friend,  can  you  play  the  murder  oiGonzjtgo  ? 
Play.  I,  my  Lord 

Ham.  We'll  have'c  to  morrow-night :  you  could  for  need  ftudy  a  fpcech 
of  fume  dozen  lines,  which  1  would  fet  down  and  infert  in't,  could  you 
not  ? 

Play  I,  my  Lord. 

Ham.  Very  well :  follow  that  Lord,  and  look  you  mock  him  not.  My 
goou  fiiends,  Til  leave  you  till  night,  you  are  welcome  to  Elfenour. 

[^EXem  Pol.  and  Players. 

Rcf.  Good  my  Lord.  {.Exit. 

''Ham  1  f:),  God  buy  to  you;  now  am  I  alone, 
O  what  a  rouge  and  pefant  flave  am  I ! 
Is  it  not  monilrous  that  this  Plaver  here 
But  in  a  fidion,  in  a  dream  of  paffion, 
Could  force  his  Soul  to  his  own  conceit, 
That  from  her  working  all  the  vifage  wand, 
Tears  in  his  Eyes,  diftradion  in's  Afpcd, 
A  broken  voice,  and  his  whole  fundion  fuiting 
With  forms  to  his  conceit,  and  all  for  nothing, 
For  Hechba  ? 

What's  HecHba  to  him,  or  he  to  her, 

That  he  fhould  weep  for  her  ?  what  would  he  do 

Had  he  the  motive,  and  that  for  pailion 

That  1  have  ?  he  would  "drown  the  ftage  with  tears, 

*  And  cleave  the  general  Ear  with  horrid  fpeech. 
Make  m  id  the  guilty  and  appeal  the  free, 

*  Confound  the  ignorant,  and  amaze  Indeed 

*  4  he  very  faculties  of  Eyes  and  Ears  ^  yet  I, 

*  A  dull  and  muddy  melted  raskal,  peak 

*  Like  John-a  dreams,  unpregnant  of  my  caufe, 

*  And  can  fay  nothing,  no  not  for  a  King, 

*  Upon  whofe  property  and  moft  dear  life 

*  A  damn'd  defeat  was  made  :  am  I  a  coward  ? 

*  Who  calls  me  villain,  breaks  my  pate  acrofs, 
'  Plucks  off  my  beard,  and  blows  it  in  my  face, 

F  <  Twekcs 
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*  Twckcs  mc  by  the  Nofe,  gives  me  the  Lye  i'th'  Throat 
'  As  deep  as  to  the  Lungs?  who  does  me  this  ? 

^  Hah  ?  s'wounds  I  (hould  take  it,  for  it  cannot  be 

But  I  am  Pigcon-liver'd,  and  lack  Gall 

To  make  oppreffion  bitter,  or  e're  this 

I  fhould  have  fatted  all  the  region  Kites 

With  this  Slaves  OfTal :  ^'bloody,  bawdy  villain, 

'  Remorflefs,  trcachrous,  lecherous,  kindlefs  villain. 

*  Why  what  an  Afs  am  I  ?  this  is  mofl  brave, 

*  That  I  the  Son  of  a  dear  Father  niurthered, 

^  Prompted  to  my  revenge  by  Heaven  and  Hell, 
^  Mull  like  a  Whore  unpack  my  heart  with  words, 

*  And  fall  a  curfing  like  a  very  drab,  ftallion,  fie  upon't,  foh. 
'  About  my  brains,  "hum,  1  have  heard 

That  guilty  Creatures  fitting  at  a  Play, 

Have  by  the  very  cunning  of  the  Scene 

Been  ftrook  fo  to  the  foul,  that  prefently 

They  have  prodaim'd  their  Malcfaclions : 

For  Murthcr,  though  it  have  no  Tongue  will  fpeak 

^  With  mofl  miraculous  Organ,  "  I'll  have  thefe  Players 

Play  fomething  like  the  Murther  of  my  Father 

Before  mine  Uncle :  I'll  obferve  his  looks, 

*  ril  tent  him  to  the  quick,  if  he  do  blench 

*  I  know  my  courfc.    "  The  Spirit  that  I  have  feen 
May  be  a  Devil,  and  the  Devil  may  have  power 
To  allume  a  picafing  (hape,  "  yea  and  perhaps 

*  Out  of  my  weaknefs  and  my  melancholly, 

*  As  he  is  very  potent  with  fuch  Spirits, 

*  Abufes  me  to  damn  me  :  "  HI  have  grounds 
More  relative  than  this,  the  Play's  the  thing 

Wherein  Til  catch  the  Confcicncc  of  the  King.  [Exmnt. 


ACT  III.     S  C  E  N  E  I. 


Enter  King^  Qunen^  Polonius,  Ophelia,  Rofcncraus, 
Guildenftern,  Lords. 

King,     A  N  D  can  you  by  no  drift  of  Conference  , 

Get  from  him,  why  he  puts  on  this  Confufion, 

*  Grating  fo  harfhly  all  his  days  of  quiet 

*  With  turbulent  and  dangerous  lunacy  ? 

£of.  He  does  confefs  he  feels  himfelf  diff rafted, 
But  from  what  caufe  he  will  by  no  means  fpeak* 
GhiL  Nor  do  we  find  him  forward  to  be  founded, 

Eut 
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But  with  a  crafty  Mkdnefs  keeps  aloof 

*  When  we  would  bring  him  on  to  foxnc  confelCon 

*  Of  his  true  Eftatc. 

Qutcn,  Did  he  receive  you  well  ? 
Rof,  Moft  civilly. 

GhH  But  with  much  forcing  of  his  difpofition. 

R^f.  Unapctoqueftion;  but  of  our  demands 
Moft  free  in  his  reply. 

^tm.  Did  you  invite  him  to  any  paftimc  ? 

Rof.  Madam,  it  fo  fell  out  that  certain  players 
We  oVc-took  on  the  way  :  of  thcfe  we  told  him, 
And  there  did  fecm  in  him  a  kind  of  joy 
To  hear  of  it  \  they  are  here  about  the  Court, 
And  as  I  think  they  have  already  order 
This  night  to  play  before  him. " 

Tol  'Tis  moft  true, 
And  he  befeecht  me  to  intreat  your  Majefties 
To  hear  and  fee  the  matter. 

King,  With  all  my  heart, 
And  it  doth  much  content  me, 
To  hear  him  fo  inclined  : 
Good  Gentlemen  give  him  a  further  Edge, 
And  urge  him  to  thefe  delights. 

Rof,  We  fhall,  my  Lord.  XExtunt  Rof.  mi  Guild. 

King.  Sweet  Ctrtrard  leave  us  two. 
For  we  have  clofely  fcnt  for  Hamlet  hither, 
That  he  as  'twere  by  accident  may  meet 
Ophelia  here  \  her  father  and  my  felf 
Will  fo  beftow  our  felvcs,  that  feeing  and  unfeen 
We  may  of  their  encounter  judge, 
'  And  gather  by  him  as  he  is  behav'd. 
If  it  be  the  Affli(flion  of  his  Love  or  no 
<  That  thus  he  fuffcrs  for. 

§lueen.  I  fliall  obey  you  : 
And  for  my  part,  Ophelia^  I  do  widi 
That  your  good  beauties  be  the  happy  caufe 
Of  Hamlets  wildnefs,  fo  lhall  I  hope  your  Vertucs 
Will  bring  him  to  his  wonted  way  again, 
To  both  your  Honours. 

Ofhel  Madam,  I  wifh  it  may. 

Pol.  Opkelia^  walk  you  here  whiift  we 
(If  fo  your  Majefty  (hall  pleafc)  retire  conccal'd  j  "  read  on  this  Book, 

*  That  (hew  of  luch  an  exercife  may  colour 

*  Your  lonelinefs :  we  are  oft  to  blame  in  this, 

*  Tistoomuch  prov'd,  that  with  devotions  vifage, 
'  And  pious  Aflion,  wc  do  fugar  oVc 

'The  Devil  himfclf. 

F  X  'King. 
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'  K'wg,  O  'tis  too  true  : 
'  How  imart  a  lafti  that  Speech  doth  give  my  Confcience  ! 

*  The  harlots  check  bcauticd  with  plaftring  Art, 

*  is  not  more  ugly  to  the  thing  that  helps  it, 

*  Than  is  my  deed  to  my  moft  painted  word  : 

'  O  heavy  burden  !  [Emer  Hamlet. 

Tol.  1  hear  him  coming,  withdraw,  my  Lord. 
Ham.  To  be  or  not  to  be,  that  is  the  queftion, 
Whether  'tis  Nobler  in  the  mind  to  foffer 
The  flings  and  arrows  of  outragious  fortune. 
Or  to  take  arms  againft  a  Sea  of  troubles, 
And  by  oppo(ing  end  them  :  to  die  to  fleep 
No  more  :  and  by. a  fleep  to  fay  we  end 
The  heart- ake,  and  the  thoufand  natural  fhocks 
That  fielh  is  heir  to  ^  'tis  a  confummation 
Devoutly  to  be  wifht,  to  die  to  fleep. 
To  fleep  perchance  to  dream,  I  there's  the  rub, 
For  in  that  fleep  of  Death  what  dreams  may  come, 
When  we  have  fhuffled  off  this  mortal  coil 
Mull  give  us  paufe,  there's  the  rcfpeft 
That  makes  calamity  of  fo  long  life : 
For  who  would  bear  the  whips  and  fcorns  of  time, 
Th'opprefTors  wrong,  the  proud  man's  contumely. 
The  pangs  of  defpifed  love,  and  the  laws  delay, 
The  infolenccof  office,  and  the  fpurns 
That  patient  merit  of  th'  unworthy  takes, 
When  as  himfclf  might  his  §luietns  make 
With  a  bare  bodkin  ?  who  would  fardels  bcar^ 
To  groan  and  fweat  under  a  weary  life  ? 
But  that  the  dread  of  fomething  after  Death, 
The  undifcover'd  Country,  from  whofe  born 
No  traveller  returns,  puzzles  the  will 
And  makes  us  rather  bear  thofe  ills  we  have, 
Than  flie  to  others  that  we  know  not  of. 
ThusConfcicnce  does  make  cowards. 
And  thus  the  healthful  face  of  relblution 
Shews  lick  and  pale  v^ith  thought: 
And  cntcrprifes  of  great  pith  and  momen^, 
With  this  regard  their  currents  turn  awry^ 
And  lofe  the  name  of  Aftion.    Soft  you  now, 
The  fair  Ofhelia,  Nymph,  in  ihy  Orizons 
Be  all  my  fins  remembred  ? 

Ophel.  Good  my  Lord, 
How  does  your  honour  for  this  many  a  day  ? 
I  humbly  thank  you,  well. 
Ophit.  My  Lord  I  have  remembranccjs  of 
That  I  have  longed  to  re- deliver, 
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Ipray  you  now  receive  them. 

Ham.  No,  not  I,  1  never  gave  you  ought. 

Ofhtl.  My  honoured  Loid,  you  know  right  well  you  did, 
And  with  them  words  of  fo  fweet  breath  compoled, 
As  made  thefe  things  more  rich :  their  perfuajcloft, 
Takethefe  again,  for  to  the  noble  mind 
Rich  gifts  wax  poor,  when  givers  prove  unkind. 
There,  my  Lord. 

Ham,  Ha,  ha,  are  you  honeft  ? 

Gphel,  My  Lord. 

Ham.  Are  you  fair  ? 

Ofhel.  What  means  your  Lordfhip  ? 

Ham.  That  if  you  be  honeft  and  fair,  you  fliould  admit  no  difcourfe  to 
your  beauty. 

OfheL  Could  beauty,  my  Lord,  have  better  commerce 
Than  with  honefty. 

Ham.  I  truly,  for  the  power  of  beauty  will  fooner  transform  honefly 
from  what  it  is  to  a  bawd,  than  the  force  of  honefty  can  tranOate  beauty 
*  to  his  likenefs :  this  was  fometimc  a  Paradox,  but  now  the  time  gives  it 
proof.    I  did  love  you  once. 

Ophel.  Indeed,  my  Lord,  you  made  me  believe  fo. 

Ham.  You  fliould  not  have  believed  mc,for  vertuc  cannot  fo  evacuate 
our  old  ftock  but  we  fliall  rellilh  of  it :  I  loved  you  not. 

Ophel.  I  was  the  more  deceived 

Ham.  Get  thee  to  a  Nunnery,  why  wouldeft  thou  be  a  breeder  of  fin- 
nersr  I  am  my  felf  indifferent  honeft,  but  yet  I  could  accufe  me  of  fuch 
things ,  that  it  were  better  my  mother  had  not  born  me  :  I  am  very 
proud,  revengeful,  ambitious,  with  more  offences  at  my  beck  than  I  have 
thoughts  to  put  them  in,  imagination  to  give  them  fliape,  or  time  to  a(^ 
them  in  :  What  fliould  fuch  Fellows  as  I  do  crawling  between  Earth  and 
Heaven  ?  we  are  Arrant  knaves,  believe  none  ofuS;go  thy  ways  to  a|Nun- 
nery  ?  where's  your  Father  ? 

Ofhcl.  At  home,  my  Lord. 

Ham.  Let  the  doors  be  ftiut  upon  him. 
That  he  may  play  the  Fool  no  where  but  in's  own  houfc : 
Farewell. 

Ophd.  O  help  him  you  Sweet  Heavens. 

Ham.  If  thou  do'ft  Marry,  I'll  give  thee  this  Plague  for  thy  dowry,  be 
thou  as  Chafteaslce,  as  pure  as  Snow,  thou  fhalt  not  fcape  calumny,  get 
thee  to  a  Nunnery,  farewel.  Or  if  thou  wilt  needs  Marry,  Marry  a  fool, 
for  wife-men  know  well  enough  what  monftersyou  make  of  them  ;  to  a 
Nunnery  go,  and  quickly  too,  farewel. 

Ophel.  Heavenly  Powers  reftore  him. 

Ham.  I  have  heard  of  your  paintings  well  enough;  Nature,  hath 
given  you  one  face,  and  you  make  your  felves  another,  y  u  Jig  and 
Amble,  and  you  lifp,  you  nick-name  Heavens  Creatures,  and  make 
jout  wantonnels  your  ignorance  j  go  to ,  I'll  no  more  on't,  it  hath 

made 
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made  me  mad ;  I  fay  we  will  have  no  more  Marriages,  thofc  that  are 
Kdarried  already,  all  but  one  lhall  live,  the  reft  (hall  keep  as  they  are  :  to 
a  Nunnery  go.  {^Exit. 

Ofhel.  O  what  a  Noble  mind  is  here  o'rcthrown  ! 
The  Courtiers,  Souldiers,  Scholars,  Eye,  Tongue,  Sword, 
Th'  expefhtion  and  Rofe  of  the  fair  ftate, 
The  glafs  of  fafliion,  and  the  mould  of  form, 
Th'  obferv'd  of  all  obfcrvers,  quite,  quite  down, 
And  I  of  Ladies  moft  dejc(ft  and  wretched. 
*  That  fuckt  the  honey  of  his  MuCck  vows ;  *^ 
Now  fee  that  Noble  and  moft  Sovereign  reafon 
Like  fweet  bells  jangled  out  of  tune  and  harfh, 
That  unmatcht  Form  and  Stature  of  blown  Youth 
Blafted  with  Extafie.    O  woe  is  me 

T'  have  fcen  what  I  have  feen,  fee  what  I  fee !  [Exit' 
Enter  King  And  Polonilis. 
King.  Love  !  his  AfFedions  do  not  that  way  tend, 
For  what  he  fpakc,  though  it  lack  form  a  little, 
Was  not  like  Madnefs,  there's  fomething  in  his  Soul 
O're  which  his  naelancholly  fits  on  brood, 
And  I  doubt  the  hatch  and  thedifcloft 
Will  be  forae  danger,  which  to  prevent 
I  have  in  quick  determination 
Thus  fet  down :  he  (hall  with  fpeed  to  England^ 
For  the  demand  of  our  neglcfted  Tribute  : 
Haply  the  Seas  and  Countries  different, 
With  varible  objefts  (hall  expel 
This  fomething  fetled  matter  in  his  heart, 
Whereon  his  brains  ftill  beating, 

Puts  him  thus  from  Fa(hion  of  himfelf,  ^ 
What  think  you  on't  ? 

T$L  It  fhalldo well: 
But  yet  I  do  believe  the  Origcn  and  Commencement  of  it, 
Sprung  from  negleded  Love  :  how  now  Ophelia  ? 
You  need  not  tell  us  what  Lord  H^mUt  faid, 
Wc  hcajd  it  all  :  my  Lord,  do  as  you  pieafe, 
But  if  you  hold  it  fit,  after  the  Play 
Let  his  Queen-mother  alone  intreat  him 
To  fhew  his  grief     let  her  be  round  with  him, 
And  ril  be  plac'd  (fo  plcafeyon)  in  the  Ear 
.   Of  all  their  Conference ;  if  (he  find  him  not, 
To  England  fend  him,  or  Confine  him  where 
Your  wifdom  belt  fhall  think. 

Kir.g.  It  fhall  be  fo, 
Madnefs  in  great  ones  muft  not  unwatcht  go.  [Exeunt. 
Enter  Hamlet  And  three  of  the  Players, 

^  H4m.  Speak  the  Speech  I  pray  you  as  I  pronounc'd  it  to  you  ^ 

'fmoothly 
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*  fmoothly  from  the  tongue,  but  if  you  mouth  it,  as  many  of  our  Play- 

*  ers  do,  I  had  as  live  the  Town-crier  fpoke  my  lines:  nor  do  not  faw 

*  the  Air  too  much  with  your  hand,  thus,  but  ufc  all  gently  :  for  in  the 
'very  torrent-tempeft,  and,  as  I  may  fay,  whirl-wind  of  your  pafiion 

*  you  mud  acquire  and  beget  a  Temperance  that  may  give  it  fmoothncfs: 
'  O  it  offends  me  to  the  Soul,  to  hear  a  robuftious  Periwig-pated  fel- 
'  low,  tear  a  paflion  to  very  Rags,  to  fplit  the  Ears  of  the  ground-lings , 
^  who  for  the  moft  part  are  capable  of  nothing  but  inexplicable  dumb 
'  fhews  and  noife  :  1  would  have  fuch  a  fellow  whipc  for  o're-doing  7>r- 

*  wAgant^  it  out-Nerods  Herod,  pray  you  avcid  it. 

^/Play.  1  warrant  your  Honour, 

*  Ham.  Be  not  too  tame  neither,  but  let  your  own  difcretion  be  your 

*  Tutor;  fute  the  Aclion  to  the  Word,  the  Word  to  the  A(flion,  with 
'  this  fpecial  obfervance,  that  you  o're-ftep  not  the  modcfty  of  Nature*, 

*  for  any  thing  fo  oVe-done,  is  from  the  purpofe  of  Playing,  whofe  end 

*  both  at  firit,  and  now,  was  and  is,  to  hold  as  'twere  the  mirror  up  to 
'  Nature,  to  /hew  Vertue  her  Feature,  fcorn  her  own  image,  and  the 
^  very  Age  and  Body  of  the  time,  his  form  and  preflbre  :  now  this  over- 
'  done ,  or  come  tardy  of,  though  it  makes  the  Unskilful  laugh  ,  can- 
*not  but  make  the  Judicious  grieve-,  the  Cenfure  of  which  one, 
^  muft  in  your  Allowance  o're-weigh  a  whole  Theatre  of  others.  O 
'  there  be  Players  that  I  have  feen  Play,  and  heard  others  praifc  , 
*and  that  highly,  not  to  fpeak  it  Profanely,  that  neither  having 
^  the  Accent  of  Chriftians ,  nor  the  gate  of  Chriftian ,  Pagan  ,  nor 
'  Men,  have  fo  ftrutted  and  bellowed,  that  I  I)iavc  thought  fome  of 

*  Natures  Journey-men  had  made  men,  and  not  made  them  well,  they 
^  imitated  Humanity  fo  abominably. 

'  Play.  I  hope  we  have  reformed  that  indifferently  with  us. 

*  H4m.  O  reform  it  altogether,  and  let  thofc  that  play  your  Clowns 
'  fpeak  no  more  than  is  fet  down  for  them,  for  there  be  of  them  chat 
^  will  themfelves  laugh,  to  fet  on  fome  quantity  of  barren  Spectators  to 

*  laugh  too,  though  in  the  mean  time  fome  Neceflary  queftion  of  the  Play 
^  be  then  to  be  confidcred  :  that's  villanous,  and  (hews  a  moft  pitiful  ani- 
^  bition  in  the  Fool  that  ufcs  it:  go,  make  you  ready.  "How  now,  my 
Lord?  will  the  King  hear  this  piece  of  work  ? 

Enter  Polonius,  Guildenftem  ar?d  Rofcncr^us. 
Pol.  And  the  ^ee^i  too,  and  that  prefently. 

H^,  Bid  the  Players  make  haft.  Will  you  two  help  to  haflen  them. 

J^of.  I,  my  Lord.  [Exeunt  thoje  two. 

Ham.  What  ho,  Horatio}  [E'.ter  Hoi  dl'io. 

Hora.  Here,  my  Lord,  at  your  Service. 

Ham.  Horatio.^  thou  art  e  en  as  juft  a  man 
As  e'rc  my  Converfation  met  withal. 

Hora.  O  my  dear  Lord. 

Ham.  Nay  do  not  think  I  flatter. 
For  what  advancement  may  I  hope  fiom  thcc  t 
That  haft  no  Revenue  but  thy  good  Spirits 

To 
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To  feed  and  cloath  thee  ?  why  fliould  the  poor  be  flattered  ? 

*  No,  let  the  candied  Tongue  lick  abfurd  pomp, 

*  And  crook  the  pregnane  hinges  of  the  Knee 

'  Where  thrift  may  follow  fawning,  do'ft  thou  hear  > 
Since  my  dear  Soul  was  Miftnfs  of  her  choice, 
And  could  of  men  diftinguifli  her  Elcdlion, 
Sh'ath  feal'd  thee  for  her  felf :  for  thou  haft  been 
As  one  in  luffering  all  that  f  jffers  nothing  \ 
^  A  man  that  fortune's  buffets  and  rewards 
'  Hafte  ta'n  with  equal  thanks:  and  bleft  are  thofe 
'  Whofe  Blood  and  Judgment  are  fo  well  commcdled 
'  That  they  are  not  a  Pipe  for  fortune's  finger, 
^  To  found  what  ftop  (he  pleafe:  '  give  me  that  man 
That  is  not  paflionsflave,  and  I  will  wear  him 
In  my  heart's  core,  I,  in  my  heart  of  beats 
As  I  do  thee.    Something  too  much  of  this : 
There  is  a  play  to  night  before  the  Kmg, 
One  Scene  of  it  comes  near  the  Circumftance 
Which  1  have  told  thee  of  my  father's  death  ; 
I  prethee  when  thou  feeft  that       on  foot 
Even  with  the  very  Comment  of  thy  Soul 
Obferve  my  Uncle :  if  then  his  hidden  guilt 
Do  not  it  felf  difcovcr  m  one  Speech, 
It  is  a  damned  Ghoft  that  we  have  feen, 

*  And  my  ira;iginations  are  as  foul 

*  As  rnlcans  ftithy  :  "  give  him  heedful  note, 
For  1  mine  Eyes  will  rivet  to  hi^  face. 

And  after  we  will  both  our  Judgments  joyn 
In  cenfure  of  his  feeming. 

Hor,  Well,  my  Lord, 
If  he  fteal  ought  the  whiifl:  this  Play  is  playing 
A,.nd,  fcape  detedlion,  I  will  pay  the  theft. 

Emer  Jrnmfets  and  Kettle 'Z>r urns ^  King^  ^een^  Polonius,  Ophelia. 

Ham.  They  are  coming  to  the  Play,  I  muft  be  idle. 
Get  you  a  place. 

King.  How  fares  our  Coufin  Hamlet. 

Ham.  Excellent  i'faith  ^ 
Of  the  Cameleons  difh  I  Eat  the  A^r, 
Promlfe-cram'd,  you  cannot  feed  Capons  fo. 

King.  1  have  nothing  with  this  anfwer  Hamlet^ 
Thefc  words  are  not  mine. 

Ham.  No,  nor  mine  now,  my  Lord, 
You  play'd  once  in  the  Univerfity,  you  fay. 

Pol.  That  did  I,  my  Lord,  and  was  accounted  a  good  Ailor. 

Ham.  What  did  von  En^ft  ? 

FoL  I  did  Enadt  JuUhs  Cafar.  I  wa$  kill'd  iW  Capitol, 
Bt  htHs  kiird  me. 

Ham. 
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Ham,  It  was  a  brute  part  of  him  to  kill  fo  Capital  a  Calf  there. 
Be  the  Players  ready  ? 
JloJ.  I,  my  Lord,  they  wait  upon  your  patience. 
Cert.  Come  hither  my  dear  Hamlet^  fit  by  me» 
//^w.  No,  good  Mother,  here's  metal  more  Attrailivc. 
ToL  O  ho,  do  you  mark  that  ? 
Ham.  Lady,  flialll  lie  in  your  lap  ? 
OpheL  No,  my  Lord. 

jFIam.  Do  you  think  I  mean  Country  matters? 

'  Ophel.  I  think  nothing,  my  Lord. 

'  Ham.  That's  a  fair  thought  to  lie  between  Maids  legs. 

*  Ophel.  What  is,  my  Lord  ? 

^  Ham.  Nothing. 

Ophel.  You  are  merry,  my  Lord. 

Ham.  Who  I? 

Ophel.  I,  my  Lord. 

Ham.  Your  only  Jig- maker,  what  (hould  a  man  do  but  be  merry  :  for 
look  you  how  chearfully  my  Mother  looks,  and  my  Father  died  within's 
two  h'^ours. 

Ophel.  Nay,  'tis  twice  two  months,  my  Lord. 

Ham.  So  long !  nay  then  let  the  Devil  wear  black,  for  Til  have  a  fuit 
of  fables :  O  Heavens !  die  two  months  ago,  and  not  forgotten  yet !  then 
there's  hope  a  great  Man's  Memory  may  out-live  his  Life  half  a  year: 
but  hcmuft  build  Churches  then,  or  elfe  fhall  he  fuffcr  not  thinking 
*  on,  with  the  Hobby-horfe,  whofe  Epitaph  is,  for  O,  for  O,  the  Hobby- 
horfe  is  forgot. 

The  Trumpets  found.  Dumb  fljew  follows. 

Enter  4  King  and  a  Queen^  the  Queen  Embracing  him,  and  he  her.^  be  takes 
her  Hp^  and  declines  his  head  upon  her  neck*  he  lies  him  dovfn  ujon  a  hankof 
flower feeing  him  afleep  leaves  him  :  j^non  comes  in  another  man.  takes 
off  his  Crown,  Ktfes  it,  pours  foifon  in  the  fleepers  Ears,  and  le.4Vts  him  ^ 
the  Queen  returns,  finds  the  King  dead^  makes  paffionate  y^Slion  ;  the  Toifo" 
ner  with  Jome  three  or  four  comes  in  again,  feems  to  condole  With  h:r,  the 
dead  body  is  carried  away,  the  Toifoner  wooes  the  §,Heen  with  gifts,  fjc  feems 
har(ha  while,  but  in  the  end  accepts  Love. 
OpheL  What  means  this,  my  Lord  ? 
Ham.  It  is  munching  M^i^ic^,  it  means  mifchief. 
Ophel.  Belike  this  fliew  imports  the  Argument  of  the  Play. 
'  Ham.  Wc  fhall  know  by  this  fellow.  [^EnterTrologne.' 

The  Players  cannot  keep,  they'l  (hew  all  ftraight. 
Ophel.  Will  he  (hew  us  what  this  (hew  meant  ? 

Ham.  I,  or  any  fhcw  that  you  will  fhew  him,  be  not  you  afliam'd  to 
fliew,  he'i  not  fhame  to  tell  you  what  it  means. 

Ophel.  You  are  naught,  you  arc  naught,  I'll  mark  the  Play. 

Trologue.  For  us  and  for  our  Tragedy  , 
Here  ftooping  to  your  clemency. 
We  btg  your  hearing  patiently. 

G  Ham. 
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Ham.  Is  this  a  Prologue,  or  the  PoeGe  of  a  RijHg  ? 
Ofhct,  'Tis  brief,  my  Lord. 
Ham,  As  womans  Love. 

Enter  King  and %Hien. 
Xing.  Full  thirty  times  hath  Phoebus  Cart  gone  round 

*  Neftiwes  fait  wa(h,  and  Tellus  orbM  the  Ground, 
'  And  thirty  dozen  Moons  with  borrowed  flieen 

*  About  the  world  have  twelve  times  thirty  been, 
Since  love  our  Hearts  and  Hymen  did  our  hands 
Unite,  infolding  them  in  Sacred  bands. 

Qnten.  So  many  journies  may  the  Sun  and  Moon 
Make  us  again  count  o're  e're  love  be  done  : 
But  woe  is  me,  you  are  fo  fick  of  late, 
So  far  different  from  youf  former  State, 
That  I  diftrufl:  you  \  yet  though  I  diftruft, 
pifcomfort  you,  my  Lord,  it  nothing  muft. 
For  women  fear  too  much,  even  as  they  Love, 
'  And  womcns  fear  and  love  hold  quantity, 

*  Either  none,  in  neither  ought,  or  in  Extremity. 
Now  what  my  love  has  been,  proof  makes  you  know, 
And  as  my  love  is  great,  my  fear  is  fo : 

Where  love  is  great,  the  fmalleft  doubts  are  fear  ^ 
Where  little  fears  grow  great,  great  love  grows  there. 

King.  I  muft  leave  thee,  Love,  and  fhortly  too, 
My  working  powers  their  funitions  leave  to  do, 
And  thou  fhalt  live  in  this  fair  world  behind, 
Honoured,  belov'd,  and  haply  one  as  kind 
For  Husband  flialt  thou.  

Qneen.  O  confound  the  reft  [ 
Such  Love  muft  needs  be  Trcafon  in  my  breaft. 
In  fecond  Husband  let  me  be  accurft, 

None  wed  the  fecond  but  who  killed  the  firft :  [Ham,  That's 

The  inftances  that  Second  marriage  move,  [Wormwood. 
Are  bafe  refpeits  of  thrift,  but  none  of  Love  : 

*  A  fecond  time  1  kill  ray  Husband  dead, 

*  When  fecond  Husband  kiflTes  me  in  bed. 

King.  I  do  believe  you  think  what  now  you  fpeak, 
But  what  we  do  determine  oft  we  break, 
Purpofe  is  but  the  flave  to  memory, 
Of  violent  Birth  and  poor  validity  , 
Which  now  like  fruits  unripe  fticks  on  the  tree^ 
But  fall  unfhaken  when  they  mellow  be. 
Moft  neceUnry  'tis  that  we  forget 
To  pay  our  felves  what  to  our  felves  is  debt : 
What  to  our  felves  in  paffion  we  propofe, 
The  paffion  ending  doth  the  purpofe  lofc  5 
^  The  violence  of  either  grief  or  joy 
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«  Their  own  enaitures  with  themfelves  dcftroy  j 
«  Where  joy  moift  revels  grief  doth  moft  lament : 

*  Grief  joy,  joy  griefs  on  flcnder  Accident. 
This  world  is  not  for  Aye,  nor  is  itftrange, 

That  even  our  Loves  fhould  with  our  Fortunes  change  : 

For  *tis  a  queftion  left  us  yet  to  prove, 

Whether  Love  lead  fortune,  orelfe  fortune  Love, 

*  The  great  man  down,  you  mark  his  favourite  flies, 
'  The  poor  AdvancM  makes  friends  of  Enemies: 

'  And  hitherto  doth  Love  on  Fortune  tend, 
^  For  who  not  needs  fliall  never  lack  a  Friend, 
<  And  who  in  want  a  hallow  friend  doth  try, 
^  Direftly  feafons  him  his  Enemy. 
^  But  orderly  to  end  where  I  begun, 

*  Our  wills  and  fates  do  fo  contrary  run, 
'  That  our  devices  ftill  are  overthown  : 

'  Our  thoughts  are  ours,  their  ends  none  of  our  own, 
Think  ftiU  thou  wilt  no  fecond  Husband  wed. 
But  thy  thoughts  die  when  thy  firft  Lord  is  dead. 

Quttn,  Nor  Earth  to  give  me  food,  nor  Heaven  light, 
Sport  and  repofe  lock  from  me.day  and  night, 

*  To  defperation  turn  my  truft  and  hope, 

*  And  Anchors  cheer  in  prifon  be  my  fcope, 

*  Eachoppoficechai:  blanks  the  face  of  joy, 

*  Meet  what  I  would  have  well,  and  it  deflroy  *, 

Both  here  and  hence  purfue  me  lafting  ftrife,  {^Ham.  If  fhe  fliould 

If  once  I  widow  be,  and  then  a  wife.  Cbreak  it  noT7r 

King,  'Tis  deeply  Sworn:  fweet  leave  me  here  a  while. 
My  Spirits  grow  dull,  and  fain  I  would  beguile 
The  tedious  day  with  fleep.  v 

^een.  Sleep  rock  thy  brain, 
And  never  come  mifchance  between  us  twain.  Y.Exeum. 

Ham.  Madam  how  like  you  this  Play  ? 

^een.  The  Lady  doth  proteft  too  much  methinks. 

Ham.  O  but  (he'll  keep  her  word. 

King,  Have  you  heard  the  Argument  ?  Is  there  no  offence  in't  ? 
Ham.  No,  no,  they  do  but  jeft,  poifon  in  jeft,  no  offence. 
King  What  do  they  call  the  Play  ? 

Ham,  The  Moufe-trap^  mart y  how?  tropically.  This  Play  is  the  Image 
of  a  murther  done  in  rienna,  Gonzago  is  the  Duke's  narae,his  wife  Baptifia^ 
you  fhall  fee  anon,  'tis  a  Knavifh  piece  of  work,  but  what  of  that  ?  your 
Mnjcfty  and  we  fhall  have  free  Souls,  it  touches  nor  us  let  the  galled  Jade 
winch,  our  withers  are  unwrung.  This  is  one  Luc'nvms^  Nephew  to  the 
King.  [Ewrrr  Lucianus. 

Ophel,  You  are  as  good  as  a  Chorus,  my  Lord. 

JF^am.  I  could  interpret  between  you  and  your  Love 
If  I  could  fe?  the  pupnits  dallying. 

C  1  'OfW- 
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^  Ophtl,  You  are  keen  my  Lord,  you  are  keen. 

Ham.  It  would  coft  you  a  groaning  to  take  off  mine  Edge. 

Ophel.  Still  worfe  and  worfe. 

*  Ham.  So  you  miftake  your  Husbands.    Begin  Murtherer, '  leave  thy 

*  damnable  faces  and  begin,  come,  the  croaking  Raven  doth  bellow  for 
'  revenge. 

Luc.  Thoughts  black,  hands  apt,  drugs  fit,  and  time  agreeing, 
Confideratefeafon,  and  no  Creature  feeing, 
Thou  mixture  rank  of  midnight  weeds  colledcd 
With  Hccats  bane,  thrice  blafted,  thrice  infeded, 
Thy  natural  magick,  and  dire  property^ 
Onwhoifome  lifcs  ufurps  immediately. 

Ham.  He  poifons  him  i'th'  Garden  for  his  Eftate,  his  name's  Gonza^if 
the  ftory  is  extant,  and  written  in  very  choice  Italian :  you  fhall  fee  Anon 
how  the  Murtherer  gets  the  Love  of  Conz.ago%  Wife. 

Ophel,  The  King  rifes. 

^Heen.  How  fares,  my  Lord  ? 

ToL  Give  o're  the  Play. 

King.  Give  me  fome  light,  away. 

Tol.  Lights,  lights,  lights.  [Exeunt  aH  hit  Hamlet  artd  Hora. 

Ham,  Why  let  the  ftrucken  Deer  go  weep, 
The  Hart  ungalled  go  Play, 
For  fome  muft  watch  whilft  fome  mufl  fleep, 

Thus  runs  the  World  away.  "  Would  not  this  Sir,  and  a  forreft  of  fea- 
*thers,  if  the  reft  of  my  Fortune's  turn  Turk  with  me,  with  provincial' 
5  Rofes  on  my  raz'd  fhooes,  get  me  a  Fellowlhip  in  a  City  of  Players 

*  Hora.  Half  a  fliare. 

*  Ham.  A  whole  one,  T 

*  For  thou  do'ft  know  O  7)amon  dear 

*  This  Realm  difmantled  was 

*  Of  Jove  himfelf,  and  now  reigns  here 

*  A  very  very  Pecock. 

Hora.  You  might  have  rim'd. 

Ham.  O  good  Horatio,  Til  take  the  Ghoft's  word  for  a  thoufand  pound. 
Didft  perceive  ? 

Hora.  Very  well,  my  Lord. 

Ham.  Upon  the  talking  of  the  poifoning. 

Hora.  1  did  very  well  note  him. 

Ham.  Ah,  ah,  come  fome  Mufick,  come  the  Recorders, 
^  For  if  the  King  likes  not  the  Comedy, 

*  Why  then  belike  he  likes  it  not  perdie. 
^Come,  foraeMufick. 

Enter  Rofencraus  and  Guildenftern, 
6ml.  Good,  my  Lord  vouchfafe  me  a  word  with  you. 
Ham.  Sir,  a  wholeHiftory. 
ChH.  The  King,  Sir. 
Ham.  I  Sir,  what  of  him  ? 

GniL  Is  in  his  retirement  marvellous  dificmpered,  Ham\ 
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Hitm,  With  drink,  Sir? 

GhH,  No,  my  Lord,  with  cholcr. 

HAm.  Your  wifdome  fliould  fliew  it  fclf  Richer  to  (ignifie  this  to  the 
Dodter  j  for  me  to  put  him  to  his  purgation,  would  perhaps  plunge  him 
into  more  choler. 

Gml.  Good,  my  Lord,  put  your  difcourfc  into  fome  frame, 
And  ftart  not  fo  wildly  from  my  bufinefs. 

Ham,  I  am  tame,  Sir,  pronounce. 

Gml,  The  Queen  your  Mother  in  moft  great  Affliftlon  of  Spirit  hath 
fent  me  to  you. 

H^im.  You  are  welcome. 

Gml  Nay,  good,  my  Lord,  this  courtefie  is  not  of  the  right  breed,  if  it 
lhall  pleafe  you  to  make  me  a  wholfome  anfwer,  1  will  do  your  Mothers 
Commandment,  if  not, your  pardon  and  my  return  fhall  be  the  end  ot  the 
bufinefs. 

Ham,  Sir,  I  cannot. 

^of.  What  my  Lord  ? 

Ham.  Make  you  a  wholfome  anfwer,  my  wit's  difeas'd,  but  Sir,  fuch 
anfwer  as  I  can  make,  you  fhall  command,  or  rather  as  you  fay,  my  Mo- 
ther i  therefore  no  more^  but  to  the  matter,  my  mother  you  fay. 

Rof,  Then  thus  fhe  fays ,  your  behaviour  hath  flrook  her  into  amaze- 
ment and  admiration. 

Ham,  O  wonderful  Son  that  can  thus  aftonifh  a  Mother  !  but  is  there 
no  fequel  at  the  heels  of  this  Mothers  admiration  ?  impart. 

£of.  She  defires  to  fpeak  with  you  in  her  Clofet  e're  you  go  to  bed. 

Ham,  We  fhall  obey,  were  fhe  ten  times  our  Mother  ;"have  you  any 
further  trade  with  us? 

^of.  My  Lord,  you  once  did  Love  me. 

Ham.  And  do  ftili  by  thefe  pickers  and  flealers.  .o 
^of.  Good,  my  Lord,  what  is  the  caufe  of  >our  diflemper?  you  do 

furelybar  the  door  upon  your  own  liberty,  if  you  deny  your  griefs  to, 

your  friend. 
Ham.  Sir,  I  lack  Advancement. 

J^of,  How  can  that  be,  when  you  have  the  toice  of  the  King  himfelf  for 
your  Succeffion  in  Denmark:, 

Enter  the  Players  mth  Recorders, 

Ham.  I  Sir,  but  while  the  grafs  grows^  the  Proverb  is  fomething  mufty : 
oh  the  Recorders,  let  me  fee  one,  to  withdraw  with  you  \  why  do  you 
go  about  to  recover  the  wind  of  me,  as  if  you  would  drive  me  into  a 
toil  ? 

ChU.  O,  my  Lord,  if  my  duty  be  too  bold,  my  Love  is  too  unmanner- 
ly- 

Ham.  I  do  not  well  underftand  that,  will  you  play  upon  this  pipe  ? 
ChU.  My  Lord,  I  cannot. 
Ham,  1  pray  you. 
ChH,  Believe  me  I  cannot. 

Ham, 
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Ham,  I  bcreech  you. 

Giiil.  I  know  no  touch  of  it,  my. Lord. 

Ham.  It  is  as  cafic  as  lying;  govern  thcfe  ventages  with  your  fingers 
and  the  thumb,  give  it  breath  with  your  mouth,  and  it  will  difcourfe  molt 
Eloquent  mufick :  Jock  you,  thefe  are  the  flops. 

Ghil.  But  thefe  cannot  I  Command  to  any  utterance  of  Harmony,  I 
ave  not  the  Skill.  . 

Ham.  Why  look  you  now  how  unworthy  a  thing  you  make  of  me,  you 
would  play  upon  me,  you  would  feem  to  know  my  flops,  you  would  pluck 
out  the  heart  of  my  myftery,  you  would  found  me  from  my  lowelt  note 
to  my  compafs,  and  there  is  much  MuHck,  excellent  voice  in  this  little 
organ,  yet  cannot  you  make  it  fpeak,  do  you  think  I  am  eafier  to  be  plaid 
on  than  a  pipe  ?  Call  me  what  inftrument  you  will,  xhough  you  can  fret 
me^  you  cannot  play  upon  me. 

Enter  Polonius. 

ToL  My  Lord,  the  Queen  would  fpeak  with  you,  and  prefently. 

Ham.  Do  you  fee  yonder  cloud  that's  almofl:  in  (hape  of  a  Camel? 

Tol.  'Tislike  a  Camel,  indeed. 

Ham,  Methinks  it  is  like  a  WezeL 

Pol,  It  is  black  like  a  Wezel. 

Ham.  Or  like  a  Whale. 

Tol.  Very  like  a  Whale. 

Ham.  Then  I  will  come  to  my  mother  by  and  by 
They  fool  me  to  the  top  of  my  bent.  *U  will  come  by  and  by, 
'  Leave  me,  friends. 

*  I  will  fay  fo.    By  and  by  is  eafily  faid. 
'Tisnow  the  very  witching  time  of  night, 

When  Church-yards  yawn,  and  Hell  it  felf  breaths  out 
Contagion  to  the  World  :  nov/  could  I  drink  hot  Blood, 
And  do  fuch  buCnefs  as  day  it  felf 
Would  quake  to  look  on:  foft,  now  to  my  mother, 

0  heart  lofe  not  thy  Nature !  let  not  ever 
The  Soul  of  Nero  enter  this  firm  Bofom  ! 
Let  me  be  cruel,  not  unnatural. 

1  will  fpeak  daggers  to  her,  but  ufe  none, 

*  My  Tongue  and  Sou!  in  this  be  Hypocrites. 

*  How  in  my  words  foever  fhe  be  (bent, 

«  To  give  them  Seals  never  my  Soul  confent.  \\Exit. 
Enter  King.,  Rofencraus,  and  Guildenftem. 

King.  I  like  him  not,  nor  ftands  it  fafc  with  us       .  • 
To  let  his  madnefs  range  ^  therefore  prepare  you, 
I  your  Commiflion  will  forthwith  difpatch. 
And  he  to  England  (hall  along  with  you, 
The  terms  of  our  Eftate  may  not  endure 
Hazzards  fo  near  us  as  doth  hourly  grow 
Out  of  his  brows. 

GmL  We  will  our  felves  provide  ; 

Moll 
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Moll  Holy  and  Religious  fear  it  is 
To  keep  thofe  many  Bodies  fafe 
That  live  and  feed  upon  your  Majefty. 

*  RoJ.  The  fingle  and  pecular  life  is  bound 
'  With  all  the  Strength  and  Armour  of  the  mind 
'  To  keep  it  felf  from  Noyance,  but  much  more 
V.That  Spirit  upon  whofe  weal  depends  and  refts 
^  The  lives  of  many:  the  cefs  of  Majefty 
'  Dies  not  alone,  but  like  a  gulf  doth  draw 
'  What's  near  it  with  it :  or  it  is  a  maffie  wheel, 
*  Fixt  on  the  Somnet  of  the  highcft  mount, 
'  To  whofe  huge  Spokes  ten  thoufand  lefler  things 
^  Are  morteis'd  and  adjoyn'd,  which  when  it  falls,  " 
'Each  fmall  annexment,  petty  Confequence 
^  Attends  the  boiftrous  rain,  never  alone 
'  Did  the  Kingfigh,  but  a  general  groan. 

Kin^.  Arm  you  I  pray  you  to  this  fpeedy  Voyage,  - 
For  we  will  Fetters  put  about  this  fear 
Which  now  goes  too  free  footed. 


^PoL  Sir,  he's  going  to  his  mothers  Clofct, 
Behind  the  Arras  ni  convey  my  felf 
To  hear  the  Procefs,  Til  warrant  (he'll  tax  him  home  ; 
And  as  you  faid,  and  wifely  was  is  faid, 
^Tis  meet  that  fome  more  Audience  than  a  Mother, 
Since  nature  makes  them  partial,  (hould  oVe-hear 
Their  fpeech   fare  you  well  my  Liege, 

I'll  call  upon  you  e're  you  go  to  bed,  CD 
And  tell  you  what  I  hear.  {^Exit. 

King.  Thanks,  dear  my  Lord. 
O  my  offence  is  rank,  it  fmells  to  Heaven, 
It  hath  the  Eldeft  curfe  upon't ; 
A  brother's  ?4urther  :  pray  I  cannot, 
Though  inclination  be  as  fharp  as  will, 
My  ftronger  guilt  defeats  my  ftrong  intent  \ 
And  like  a  man  to  double  buflnefs  bound, 
Iftand  in  pawfe  where  I  fliall  firft  begin, 
And  both  ncglccft :  what  if  this  curfcd  hand 
Were  thicker  than  it  felf  with  brother's  blood  ? 
Is  there  not  rain  enough  in  the  fweet  Heavens 
To  wafh  it  white  as  fnow  ?  whereto  ferves  mercy. 
But  to  confront  the  vifage  of  offence  ? 
And  what's  in  Prayer  but  this  twofold  force, 
To  be  foreftallcd  e*re  we  come  to  fall, 
Or  pardon'd  being  down  ?  then  Til  look  up  : 
My  fault  is  paft ;  but  oh  !  what  form  of  Prayer 


Ro^,  We  will  make  haftc. 


[Ex em  Cm. 


Enter  Polonius. 
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Can  ferve  my  turn  ?  forgive  me  my  foul  Murther  ? 

That  cannot  be,  Gnce  I  am  ftill  pofleft 

Of  thofe  effefts  for  which  I  did  the  Murther, 

My  Crown,  mine  own  Ambition,  and  my  Queen: 

May  one  be  pardoned  and  retain  th*  offence  ? 

'  In  the  corrupted  currents  of  this  World 

^  Offences  guided  hand  may  fhew  by  juflicc, 

And  oft  'tis  feen  the  wicked  prize  it  felf 

Buys  out  the  Law  \  but/tis  not  fo above. 

There  is  no  fhuffling,  there  the  kXion  lies 

In  his  true  Nature,  and  we  our  felves  compell'd 

Even  ti9  the  teeth  and  forehead  of  our  faults 

To  gi#  in  evidence  :  what  then  ?  what  refts  ? 

Try  whac  Repentance  can  \  what  can  it  not  ? 

Yet  what  can  it  when  one  cannot  repent  ? 

O  wretched  (late !  O  bofom  black  as  death ! 

0  limed  Soul !  that  ftruggling  to  be  free 
Art  more  engaged !  help^Angels,  make  affay, 
Bow  ftubborn  Knees,  and  Heart  with  firings  of  ftecl 
Be  foft  as  finews  of  the  new  born-babe, 

All  may  be  well. 

Emer  Hamlet. 
Ham.  Where  is  this  Murdcrer^he  kneels  and  prays, 
And  now  I'll  do't,  and  fo  he  goes  to  Heaven, 
And  fo  am  I  reveng'd  ?  that  would  be  fcann'd  \ 
He  kill'd  my  Father,  and  for  that 

1  his  fole  Son  fend  him 
To  Heaven, 

Why^is  is  a  reward,  not  revenge  i 

He  took  my  father  grofly,  full  of  bread. 
With  all  his  Crimes  broad  blown  as  flu(h  as  May, 
And  how  his  Audit  Hands  who  knows  fave  Heaven  ? 
But  in  our  Circumflances  and  courfe  of  thought, 
'Tis  heavy  with  him  j  and  am  I  then  reveng'd 
To  take  him  in  the  purging  of  his  Soul, 
When  he  is  fit  and  feafoned  for  his  paffage? 
No, 

Up  Sword,  and  know  thou  a  more  horrid  time, 
When  he  is  Drunk,  Afleep,  or  in  his  Rage, 
Or  inth'  inceftuous  Pleafures  of  his  Bed, 
At  Game,  a  Swearing,  or  about  fome  Ad 
That  has  no  Relifh  of  Salvation  in't, 
'  Then  trip  him  that  his  heels  may  kick  at  Heaven, 
^  And  that  his  Soul  may  be  damn'd  and  black 
'  As  Hell  whereto  it  goes:  my  Mother  flays, 
This  Phyfick  but  prolongs  thy  fickly  days. 
KtH^,  My  wor4s  flie  up,  nay  thoughts  remain  below^ 
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Words  without  thoughts  never  to  Heaven  go.  C^vir 
Enter  Qncen  md  Polonius. 

Vol.  He  will  come  ftraight/  look  you  lay  home  to  hini; 
Tell  him  his  pranks  have  been  too  broad  to  bear  with, 
And  that  your  grace  hath  ftood  between 
Much  heat  and  him.   I'll  here  conceal  my  felf. 
Pray  you  be  round*  \EnUY  Hamlet. 

^tm.  ril  warrant  you,  fear  me  not, 
Withdraw,  I  hear  him  coming. 

Ham,  Now  Mother,  what's  the  matter  ? 

^uetn.  HamUt  thou  haft  thy  father  much  offended, 

Ham.  Mother  you  have  my  father  much  offended. 

9l^een.  Come,  come,  you  anfwer  with  an  idle  Tongue. 

Htim,  Go,  go,  youqueftion  with  a  wicked  Tongue. 

Queen.  Why  how  now,  Hamlet  ? 

Ham.  What's  the  matter  now  ? 

^eenJ  Have  you  forgot  mc  ? 

Ham.  No  by  the  Rood  not  fo. 
You  are  the  Queen,  your  Husband's  brother's  Wife, 
And  would  it  were  not  fo,  you  are  my  Mother. 

Qneen.  Nay  then  riJ  fet  thofe  to  you  that  can  fpeak. 

Ham.  Come,  come,  and  fit  down,  you  fhall  not  budge, 
You  go  not  till  I  fet  you  up  a  glafs 
Where  you  may  fee  the  utmoft  part  of  you. 

9lfieen.  What  wilt  thou  do  ?  thou  wilt  not  murder  mc  ? 
Help,  ho. 

Td.  What  ho,  help. 

Ham.  How  now  a  Rat,  dead  for  a  Ducket,  dead. 

ToL  O  I  am  (lain. 

Sl^een.  Ome,  what  haft  thou  done  ? 

Ham.  Nay,  I  know  not,  is  it  the  King  ? 

^en.  O  what  a  raOi  and  bloody  deed  is  this ! 

Ham.  A  bloody  deed,  almoft  as  bad,  good  Mother, 
As  kill  a  King,  and  marry  with  his  brother. 

^ue€n.  As  kill  a  King. 

Ham.  I,  Lady,  it  was  my  word. 
Thou  wretched,  rafh,  intruding  fool,  farewel, 
I  took  thee  for  thy  better,  take  thy  fortune, 
Thou  findeft  to  be  too  bufie  is  fome  danger. 
Leave  wringing  of  your  hands,  peace  fit  you  down, 
And  let  me  wring  your  heart,  for  fo  I  fhall 
If  it  be  made  of  penetrable  ftuff, 

*  If  damned  cuftom  have  not  braz'd  it  fo, 

*  That  it  be  proof  and  bulwark  againft  Senfc' 

^een.  What  have  I  done,  that  thou  dar'ft  wag  thy  Tongue 
In  noife  fo  rude  againft  me  ? 
Ham.  Such  an  Aft 

H  That 
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That  blurs  the  Grace  and  Blufh  of  Modefty, 
Calls  vcrtue  hypocrite,  takes  off  the  Rofe 
From  the  fair  Forehead  of  an  innocent  Love, 
And  fets  a  blifter  there,  makes  Marriage  vows 
As  falfe  as  Dicers  oaths :  oh  fuch  a  deed 
As  from  the  Body  of  Contraftion  plucks 
The  very  Soul,  and  fwect  Religion  makes 
A  rapfody  of  words,  ''  Heavens  face  docs  glow, 
^  Yea  this  folidity  and  compound  mafs, 

*  With  heated  vifage  as  againft  the  doom, 
^  Is  thought-fick  at  the  Aft. 

Ah  me  that  Acl ! 
^een.  Ay  me,  what  Aft ! 

Ham.  That  roars  fo  loud,  and  thunders  in  the  Index 
Look  here  upon  this  Pifture,  and  on  this 
The  counterfeit  prefentment  of  two  brothers  ^ 
Sec  what  a  grace  was  feated  on  this  brow, 
Hiferions  curls^  the  front  of  Jove  himfelf, 
An  Eye  like  Mars  to  threaten  and  command, 
'  A  ftation  like  the  Herald  Mercnry 

*  New  lighted  on  a  Heaven-kiffing  hill, 
A  combination  and  form  indeed 

Where  every  God  did  feem  to  fet  his  Seal, 

To  give  the  world  alTurancc  of  a  man. 

This  was  your  Husband :  look  you  now  what  follows, 

Here  is  your  Husband,  like  a  mildew'd  Ear , 

Blafting  his  wholfome  Brother :  have  you  Eyes  ? 

Could  you  on  this  fair  Mountain  love  to  feed. 

And  batten  on  this  Moor  ?  ha  I  have  you  Eyes  ? 

You  cannot  call  it  Love,  for  at  your  Age 

The  heyday  of  the  blood  is  tame,  it's  humble, 

And  waits  upon  the  Judgment ;  and  what  Judgment 

Would  ftep  from  this  to  this  ?  Senfc  fure  you  have, 

Elfe  could  you  not  have  motion,  but  fure  that  Scnfe 

Is  apoplext,  for  madnefs  would  not  Err, 

Nor  Sen  fe  to  extafie  was  ne  re  fo  thralKd, 

But  it  referv'd  fome  quantity  6f  choice 

To  ferve  in  fuch  a  difference  :    what  Devil  was't 

^  That  thus  hath  cozened  you  at  hodman-blind  ? 

*  Eyes  without  feeling,  feeling  without  ffght, 

*  Ears  without  hands,  or  Eyes,  fmellingfans  all, 

*  Or  but  a  fickly  part  of  one  true  Senfe 

*  Could  not  fo  mope,  '  Ob  fliame !  where  is  thy  blulh  ? 
Rebellious  Hell, 

If  thou  canft  mutinc  in  a  Matrons  bones 
To  flaming  youth,  Jet  vertue  be  as  wax 
And  melt  in  her  own  fire,  proclaim  no  fliame 
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When  the  cumpulfive  ardurc  gives  the  charge, 
Since  froft  it  felf  as  Adtively  doth  burn. 
And  reafon  pardons  will. 

^Heen.  O  Hamlet  fpeak  no  more, 
Thou  turn 'ft  my  very  Eyes  into  my  Soul, 
^  And  there  I  fee  fuch  black  and  grieved  fpots 
*  As  will  leave  there  their  iinCi. 

Ham.  Nay  but  to  live 
In  the  rank  fwcat  of  an  inccftuous  bed, 
Stcw'd  in  corruption,    Honeying  and  making  Love 
'  Over  the  nafty  ftye# 

^cfjt.  O  fpeak  to  me  no  more, 
Thefe  words  like  Daggers  enter  in  mine  Ears  ; 
No  more,  fwcct  Hamlet, 

Ham.  A  murtherer  and  a  villain, 
A  flavc  that's  not  the  twentieth  part  the  tythc 
Of  your  precedent  Lord,  a  vice  of  Kings, 
A  cut-purfe  of  the  Empire  and  the  rule, 
That  from  a  fhelf  the  precious  Diadem  ftole : 
And  put  it  in  his  pocket. 

Ham.  A  King  of  flircds  and  patches. 
Save  me  and  hover  o'rc  me  with  your  wings 
You  Heavenly  guards  :  what  would  your  gracious  fire  > 

S^eert.  Alas!  he's  mad. 

Ham.  Do  you  not  come  your  tardy  Son  to  chide  ? 
That  lap'ft  in  time,  and  pcrfon  lets  go  by 
Th'  important  Adling  of  your  dread  command  ?  O  fay 

Chefi,  Do  not  forget :  this  vifitation 
Is  but  to  whet  thy  almoft  blunted  purpofe. 
But  look,  amazement  on  thy  Mother  fits, 
O  ftep  between  her  and  her  fighing  Soul ! 
Conceit  in  weakeft  Bodies  ftrongeft  works. 
Speak  to  her  Hamlet, 

Ham.  How  is  it  with  you,  Lady  ? 

§lHeen.  Alas!  how  is't  with  you, 
That  you  do  bend  your  Eye  on  Vacancy,^ 
And  with  th'  incorporeal  Air  do  hold  difcourfe  ? 
Forth  at  your  Eyes  your  Spirits  wildly  Peep, 
And  as  the  flceping  Souldicrs  in  th'  Alarm, 
Your  hair 

Starts  up  and  ftands  an  end  :  O  gentle  Son  I 
Upon  the  heat  and  flame  of  thy  diftcmpcr 
Sprinkle  cool  patience :  whereon  do  you  look  ? 

Ham.  On  him,  on  him,  look  you  how  pale  he  glcres, 
His  form  and  caulc  conjoyn'd^  preaching  to  ftones 
Would  make  them  capable ;  do  not  look  upon  me, 
Left  with  this  piteous  AClion  you  convert 

H  z 
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My  ftern  efFefts  \  then  what  I  have  to  do 

Will  wane  true  colour,  tears  perchance  for  Blood. 

9^een.  To  whom  do  you  fpeak  this  ? 

J-Um,  Do  you  fee  nothing  there  ? 

^esn.  Nothing  at  all,  yet  all  that  is  here  I  fee. 

Ham,  Nor  did  you  nothing  hear? 

%ieen.  No,  nothing  but  our  felves. 

Hum.  Why  look  you  there,  look  how  it  fteals  away, 
My  Father  in  his  habit  as  he  liv'd, 

Look  where  he  goes,  even  now  out  at  the  portal.  \Exit  Ghofi, 

Queen.  This  is  the  very  coinage  of  your  brain, 
This  bodilefs  creation  extafie  is  very  cunning  in. 

Ham.  My  pulfe  as  yours  doth  temperately  keep  time, 
And  makes  as  healthful  Mufick  :  it  is  not  madnefs 
That  I  have  uttered,  bring  me  to  the  teft. 
And  I  the  matter  will  re-word,  which  madnefs 
Cannot  do.    Mother,  for  love  of  grace 
Lay  not  that  flattering  unftion  to  your  Soul, 
That  not  your  trefpafs  but  my  madnefs  fpeaks  \ 
It  will  but  skin  and  film  the  ulcerous  place, 
While's  rank  corruption  mining  all  within 
Infecfts  unfeen:  confefs  your  felf  to  Heaven, 
Repent  what's  paft,  avoid  what  is  to  come, 
'  And  do  not  fpread  the  compoll  on  the  weeds 

*  To  make  them  ranker :  forgive  me  this  my  vettuc, 

*  For  in  the  fatnefs  of  thefe  purfie  times 

*  Vertue  it  felf  of  vice  muft  pardon  beg, 

*  Yea  curb  and  woe  for  leave  to  do  him  good. 
§lHeen.  O  Hamlet thou  haft  cleft  my  heart. 
Ham.  Then  throw  away  the  worfer  part  of  it, 

And  leave  the  purer  with  the  other  half. 

Good  night ,  but  go  not  to  my  Uncle's  bed, 

Aflume  a  vertue  if  you  have  it  not.    Once  more  good  night. 

*  That  monfter  cuftom,  who  all  Senfedoth  Eat, 

*  Of  habits  Devil,  is  Angel  yet  in  this, 

*  That  to  the  ufe  of  Adtions  fair  and  good 
*-  He  llkewife  gives  a  frock  or  livery 

*  That  aptly  is  put  on  :  refrain  to  night, 

*  And  that  (hall  lend  a  kind  of  eafinefs 

*  To  the  next  abftinencc,  the  next  more  eafie  ^ 

*  For  ufe  almoll  can  change  the  ftamp  of  nature, 

*  And  matter  the  Devil,  or  throw  him  out 

*  With  wonderous  potency :  Once  more  good  night, 
And  when  you  are  defirous  to  be  blcft 

ril  blefling  beg  of  you :  for  this  fame  Lord  ^ 
I  do  repent,  but  Heaven  hath  pleas'd  it  fo. 
To  puniih  me  with  this,  and  this  with  me^ 

That 
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That  I  muft  be  their  kourgc  and  miniflcr, 
I  will  beftow  him,  and  will  anfwer  well 
The  death  I  gave  hiii^^  fo  again  good  night. 
I  rauft  be  cruel  only  to  be  kind, 
Thus  bad  begins,  and  worfe  remains  behind. 
One  word  more,  good  Lady. 

§lueen.  What  fhall  I  do?  _ 

'  Ham.  Not  this  by  no  means  thai  I  bid  you  do, 
Let  not  the  King  tempt  you  to  bed  again, 

*  Pinch  wanton  on  your  cheek,  call  you  his  Moufc, 

*  And  let  him  not  for  a  pair  of  recchy  kiflcs, 

*  Or  padling  in  your  neck  with  his  damn'd  fingers, 
Make  you  to  ravel  all  this  matter  out, 

1  hat  I  effentially  am  not  in  madnefs, 

But  mad  in  craft  ^  "  'twere  good  you  let  him  know  \ 

'  For  who  that's  but  Queen,  fair,  fober,  wife, 

*  Would  from  a  paddock,  from  a  Bat,  a  Gib, 

*  Such  dear  concernings  hide  ?  who  would'do  fo? 

*  No,  in  defpite  of  Senfc  and  Secrifie 

'  Unpeg  the  basket  on  the  houfes  top, 

*  Let  the  birds  flic,  and  like  the  famous  Ape, 

*  To  try  the  concIuGons  in  the  basket  creep, 

*  And  break  your  own  neck  down. 

Qjtetn.  Be  thou  affur'd  if  words  be  made  of  breath, 
And  breath  of  life,  1  have  no  life  to  breathe 
What  thou  haft  faid  to  me. 

Hiitn.   I  muft  to  England^  you  know  that. 

^Hten.  Alack  I  had  forgot, 
'Tis  fo  concluded  on. 

Ham.  There's  Letters  feard,  and  my  two  School-fellows, 
'  Whom  I  will  truft  as  I  will  Adders  fang'd, 
'  They  bear  the  mandate  ;  they  muft fweep  my  way, 

*  And  marfhal  me  to  knavery  •,  let  it  work, 

*  For  'tis  the  fport  to  have  the  Engineer 

*  Hoift  with  his  own  petar,  and't  fliall  go  hard 

*  But  I  will  delve  one  yard  below  their  Mines, 

'  And  blow  them  at  the  Moon :  O  'tis  moft  fwcct 
'  When  in  one  line  two  crafts  direilly  meet. 
This  man  will  fet  me  packing, 
I'll  lug  the  guts  into  the  neighbour  room.* 
Mother  good  night  indeed,  this  Counfeller 
Is  now  moft  ftill,  moft  Secret,  and  moft  grave, 
Who  was  in's  life  a  moft  foolilh  prating  knave. 
Come  Sir,  to  draw  toward  aa  e^d  with  you. 
Goodnight,  Mother. 
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A  C  T  IV.     S  C  E  N  E  I. 


Enter  King  and  S^cen  mth  Rofencraus  and  GuildenHern. 

King,  rnp'Here's  matter  in  thefe  Sighs,  thcfc  profound  Heaves, 
X    ^'ou  muft  Tranilatc,  'tis  fit  wc  underftand  them  : 
Where  is  your  Son  ? 

§lHem  Bellow  this  place  on  as  a  little  whik.  -  {^Exenm  Rof  and  Guil 
Ah  mine  own  Lord,  what  have  I  feen  to  night  ? 

King.  What  Geitrard^  how  does  Hamlet  ? 

§l^een.  Mad  as  the  Sea  and  Wind  when  both  contend 
Which  is  the  Mightier  in  his  Lawlcfs  fit, 
Behind  the  Arras  hearing  fomcthing  ftir. 
Whips  out  his  Rapier,  cries  a  Rat,  a  Rat, 
And  in  this  Brainifh  Apprehenfion  kills 
The  unfeen  Good  old  Man. 

King.  O  heavy  deed ! 
It  had  been  fo  with  us  had  we  been  there. 
His  Liberty  is  full  of  threats  to  all. 
To  you  your  felf,  to  us,  to  every  one. 
Alas,  how  fliall  this  Bloody  Deed  be  anfwered  7 
It  will  be  laid  to  us,  whofe  Providence 
'     Should  have  reftrain'd 

This  mad  Young-Man  :  but  fo  much  was  our  Love 

V/e  would  not  underftand  what  was  moft  fit, 

But  like  the  owner  of  a  foul  difeafe, 

To  keep  it  from  divulging,  let  it  feed 

Even  on  the  pith  of  life :  where  is  he  gone  ? 

.  Qhcin.  To  draw  apart  the  Body  he  hath  kill'd, 

Ore  whom  his  very  madnefs  likefome  Ore 

Among  a  mineral  of  metal  bafe, 

Shews  it  felf  pure,  he  weeps  for  what  is  done. 

King.  Cmr^r^i  come  away, 
The  Sun  no  fooner  fliall  the  Mountains  touch 
But  we  will  Ship  him  hence,  and  this  vile  deed 

We  muft  with  all  our  Majefty  and  skill,  ^Enter  Rof,  a^ii^M. 

Both  countenance  and  excufc.    Ho,  Guildenfierny 

Friends  both,  go  joyn  with  you  fome  further  Aid, 

Hamlet  in  madnefs  hath  Polonins  flain, 

And  from  his  Mother's  Clcfet  hath  he  drag'd  him, 

Go  feek  him  out,  fpeak  fair  and  bring  the  Body 

Into  the  Chapel   I  pray  you  haft  in  this : 

Come,  Gertrard^  we'll  caHup  our  wifeft  friends, 

And 
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And  let  them  know  both  what  we  mean  to  do, 
And  what's  untimely  done. 
Whofe  whifper  o're  the  World's  Diameter, 
As  level  as  the  Cannon  to  his  blank 

*  Tranfports  his  poifoncd  (hot,  may  mifs  our  name, 

*  And  hit  the  woundlefs  Air :  O  come  away, 

*  My  Soul  is  full  of  difcord  and  difmay. 

Enttr  Hamlet,  Rofcncraus,  und  $thcrs. 

Hdm.  Safely  ftow'd  :  what  noife  ?  who  calls  Hamlet  ? 
O  here  they  come. 

£of.  What  have  you  done,  my  Lord,  with  the  dead  Body  ? 

Ham.  Compounded  it  with  dull,  whereto  it  is  a-kin. 

£of.  Tell  us  where  'tis,  that  we  may  take  it  thence, 
And  bear  it  to  the  Chapel. 

Ham.  Do  not  bcliev€  it. 

Rfif  Believe  what  ? 

Ham.  That  I  can  keep  your  Counfel  and  not  mine  own  \  befidcs ,  to 
be  demanded  of  a  fpunge,  what  replication  fliould  be  made  by  the  Son  of 
a  King  ? 

Rof.  Take  you  me  for  a  fpunge,  my  Lord  ? 

Ham,  I  Sir,  that  fokesup  the  Kind's  Countenance,  his  rewards,  his  au- 
thorities: but  fuch  Officers  do  the  King  belt  ferviceintheend,  he  keeps 
them  like  an  apple  in  the  corner  of  his  jaw,  firfl:  mouth'd  to  be  lafl:  fwal- 
lowed  J  when  he  needs  what  you  have  gleaned,  it  is  but  fqucefing  you, 
and  fpunge,  you  (hall  be  dry  again. 

£of.  1  underftand  you  not,  my  Lord. 

Ham.  1  am  glad  of  it :  a  Knavifh  fpeech  fleeps  in  a  Foolifh  ear. 

My  Lord,  you  muft  tell  us  where  the  Body  is,  and  go  with  us  to 
the  King. 

'Ham.  The  Body  is  with  the  King,  but  the  King  is  not  with  the  Body  : 

*  the  King  is  a  thing. 

GhiL  *  A  thing,  my  Lord  ? 

^  Ham.  Of  nothing,     bring  me  to  him,  [Exeunt. 
Enter  King  and  tW9  or  three. 

King.  I  have  fent  to  feek  him,  and  to  find  the  Body; 
How  dangerous  is  it  that  this  man  goes  loofe  ? 
Yet  mull  we  not  put  the  ftrong  Law  on  him, 
He*s  Lov'd  of  the  diftraded  multitude, 
Who  like  not  in  their  judgment,  but  their  Eyes, 
And  where  'tis  fo  th'  offenders  fcourge  is  weighed. 
But  never  the  offence  :  to  bear  all  fmooth  and  even, 
This  fudden  fending  him  away  muft  fecm 
Deliberate  paufe    difeafesdefpcrate  grown 
By  defperate  appliance  arc  relieved, 

Or  not  at^ll.  ^ 

Enter 
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£«f f r  Rofencraus,  and  all  thtre^, 
^  King.  How  now  ?  what  hath  befallen  ? 
Rof.  Where  the  dead  Body  is  beftow'd,  my  Lord, 
We  cannot  get  from  him. 
King,  But  where  is  he  ? 

Roi  Without,  my  Lord,  guarded  to  know  your  pleafurc. 
King.  Bring  him  before  us. 

^t?/  Ho,  bring  in  the  Lord //W^f.  [Theyerjter. 

King.  Now  Hamlet  J  where 's  PoUnius  ? 

Ham.  At  fupper. 

King.  At  fupper  ^  where  ? 

Ham.  Not  where  he  eats,  but  where  he  is  eaten,  a  certain  convocation 
of  politick  worms  are  e'en  at  him  :     your  worm  is  your  only  Emperour 

*  for  diet.  We  fat  all  creatures  elfe  to  fat  us ,  and  we  fat  our  fclves  for 

*  maggots  your  fat  King  and  your  lean  beggar  is  but  variable  fervice, 
two  diflies  but  to  one  table,  that's  the  end. 

King.  Alas !  Alas ! 

Ham.  A  man  may  fifh  with  the  worm  that  hath  eat  of  a  King  ,  cat  of 

*  the  fifh  that  hath  fed  of  that  worm. 

*  King.  What  do'ft  thou  mean  by  this  ? 

'  Ham.  Nothing ,  but  to  (hew  you  how  a  King  may  go  a  progrefs 

*  through  the  guts  of  a  beggar. 
King,  Where  is  Tolonihs  ? 

Ham.  In  Heaven,  fend  thither  to  fee,  if  your  meflenger  find  him  not 
there ,  feek  him  i'th'  other  place  your  felf :  but  indeed  if  you  find  him 
not  within  this  month ,  you  ftiall  nofc  him  as  you  go  up  the  flairs  into  the 
Lobby. 

King.  Go  feek  him  there. 

Ham.  He  will  ftay  till  you  come. 

King.  Hamlet  this  deed  ,  for  thine  efpecial  fafcty , 
Which  we  do  tender ,  as  we  dearly  grieve 
For  that  which  thou  haft  done  ,  muft  fend  thee  hence  : 
Therefore  prepare  thy  felf , 
The  Bark  is  ready,  and  the  wind  fits  fair, 
'Th'  aflociates  lend ,  and  every  thing  is  bent 
For  England. 

Ham.  For  England} 

King.  I  Hamlet. 

Ham.  Good. 

King.  So  is  it  if  thou  knew'ft  our  purpofes. 

Ham.  I  fee  a  Cherub  that  fees  them :  but  come,  for  England : 
Farewel ,  dear  Mothers- 

King.  Thy  loving  Father  ,  Hamlet. 

Ham.  My  mother ,  father  and  mother  is  man  and  wife; 
Man  and  wife  is  one  fleih ,  and  fo  my  mother. 
Come,  for  England. 

King.  Follow  him, 

^  Tempt 
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Tempt  him  with  fpeed  aboard, 

Delay  it  not,  I'll  have  him  hence  to  night ; 

Away,  for  every  thing  is  feal'd  and  done 

That  elfe  leans  on  the  affair ;  "  pray  you  make  haffie  : 

*  And  EngUnij  if  my  prefent  Love  thou  holdft  at  ought, 

*  As  my  great  power  thereof  may  give  thee  Senfe, 

*  Since  yet  thy  cicatrice  looks  raw  and  red 

*  After  the  T>4mpi  Sword,  and  thy  free  awe 

*  Pays  homage  to  us,  thou  may'ft  not  coldly  let 

*  Our  Soveraign  procefs,  which  imports  at  full 

*  By  Letters  congruing  to  that  efFedl 

*The  prefent  death  of  H^tmlet^  doit  England^ 
'  5'or  like  the  Hedtick  in  my  blood  he  rages, 

*  And  thou  muft  cure  me  :  till  I  know  'tis  done, 

*  How  e  re  my  haps,  my  joys  will  nc're  begin.  ZExU. 

Enter  Fortinbrafs  rvith  his  /irmj  over  the  St4g$. 

*  Fort.  Go,  Captain,  from  mc  greet  the  Damf)  King^ 

*  Tell  him  that  by  his  liccnfe  FortinbrMfs 

*  Craves  the  conveyance  of  a  promifed  march 

*  Over  his  Kingdom  ;  you  know  the  rendezvous, 

*  If  that  his  Majefty  would  ought  with  us  ^ 
^  We  (hall  exprefs  our  duty  in  his  eye, 

*  And  let  him  know  fo. 

'  Capt,  I  will  do't,  my  Lord. 
^  Forts  Gofofdy  on. 

Enter  Hamlet,  Rofcncraus,  fyc. 

*  Ham.  Good  Sir,  whole  powers  arc  thcfc  ? 
'C4pf.  They  are  of  Norvpay^  Sir. 

'  Ham.  How  proposed,  Sir,  I  pray  you  ? 

*  Caft.  Againft  forae  part  of  Poland, 

*  Ham.  Who  commands  them,  Sir  ? 

^  Capt,  The  Nephew  of  old  iVii7rW4>',  Fortinbrafs. 

*  Ham^  Goes  it  againft  the  main  of  Tolandy  Sir, 

*  Or  for  fomc  frontier  ? 

'  Capt,  Truly  to  fpcak,  and  with  no  addition, 
'  We  go  to  gain  a  little  patch  of  ground 
'  That  hath  in  it  no  profit  but  the  name, 

*  To  pay  five  duckets,  five  I  would  not  farm  it, 
'  Nor  will  it  yield  to  Norway  or  the  Tole 

'  A  ranker  rate,  fhould  it  be  fold  in  fee. 
'  Ham.  Why  then  the  ToUockjiVftx  will  defend  it. 

*  Capt.  Nay 'tis  already  garrifon'd. 

^  Ham.  Two  thoufand  Souls,  and  20000  ducket$ 
'  Will  not  debate  the  queftion  of  this  ftraw  j 

*  This  is  th'  impofthume  of  much  wealth  and  peace,  ' 
^  That  inward  breaks,  and  fliews  no  caufe  without 

*  Why  the  man  dies.   I  humbly  thank  jou,  Sir. 

I  ^Cfft. 
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*  C^px.  God  b'w'ye,  Sir. 

*  Ro\.  Wire  pleafe  you  go,  my  Lord  ? 

*  Ham.  I'll  be  with  you  ftraisht,  go  a  little  before. 

*  How  all  occafions  do  inform  againft  me, 

*  And  fpur  my  dull  revenge  ?  What  is  a  man, 
'  If  his  chief  good  and  market  of  his  time 

'  Be  but  to  fleep  and  feed  ?  a  beall,  no  more. 

*  Sure'  he  that  made  us  with  fuch  large  difcourfc, 

*  Looking  before  and  after,  gave  us  not 
^  That  capability  and  God-like  reafon 

*  To  fuft  in  us  unus'd :  now  whether  it  be 
*Beftial  oblivion,  or  fome  craven  fcruple 

*  Of  thinking  too  precifely  on  th'  event, 

'  A  thought  which  quartered  hath  but  one  part  wifdom, 

*  And  ever  three  parts  coward  :  I  do  not  know 
'  Why  yet  I  live  to  fay  this  thing's  to  do, 

*  Sith  I  have  caufe,  and  will,  and  ftrength,  and*  rp.eans 
'  To  do't :  examples  grofs  as  earth  exhort  me, 

*  Witnefs  this  army  of  fuch  mafs  and  charge, 
^  Led  by  a  delicate  and  tender  Prince, 

^  Whofe  fpirit  with  divine  ambition  pufc 

*  iMakes  mouths  at  the  invifible  event, 

*  Expofing  what  is  mortal  and  unfure 

*  To  all  that  fortune,  death,  and  danger  dare, 

*  Even  for  an  egg-fliell.    Rightly  to  be  great 

*  Is  not  to  ftir  without  great  argain^ent, 

*  But  greatly  to  find  quarrel  in  a  flraw, 

*  When  honour's  at  the  ftake.    How  ftand  I  then, 

*  That  have  a  father  kilFd,  a  mother  ftain'd, 
'  Excitements  of  my  reafon  and  my  blood, 

^  And  let  all  fleep,  while  to  my  fhamc  I  fee 
*The  eminent  death  of  twenty  thoufand  men, 

*  That  for  fantafie  anc^  trick  of  fame 

*  Go  to  their  graves  like  beds,  fight  for  a  plot 

'  Whereon  the  numbers  cannot  try  the  caufe,  , 

*  Which  is  not  tomb  enough  and  continent 
'To  hide  the  flain  ?  O  from  this  time  forth, 

*  My  thoughts  be  bloody,  or  be  nothing  worth. 

Enter  Horatio,  Gertrard,  ^nd  a  Gmlmnn, 

§lueef).  I  will  not  fpeak  with  her. 

Gem.  She  is  importunate, 
Indeed  diftraited,  and  deferves  pity. 

§lHeen.  What  would  fhe  have  ? 

Gent.  Shefpeaks  much  of  her  Father,  fays  (he  hears 
There's  tricks  i'th'  world,  and  hems,  and  beats  her  heart, 
Spurns  envioufly  at  ftraws,  fpeaks  things  in  doubt 
That  carry  but  half  Senfe,  her  fpecch  is  nothing, 
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Yet  the  unlhaped  ufe  of  it  doth  move 

The  hearers  to  collection,    they  yawn  at  it, 

'And  botch  the  words  up  fit  to  their  own  thoughts, 

*  Which  as  winks,  and  nods,  andgeftures  yield  them, 

<  Indeed  would  make  one  think  there  might  be  thought^ 
'Though  nothing  fure,  yet  much  unhappily, 

Hor.  'Twere  goodflie  werefpoken  with,  for  fhe  may  fcrew 
Dangerous  conjectures  in  ill-breeding  minds. 

Let  her  come  in.  \^Entcr  Ophelia. 

^  Qnttn.  To  my  fick  Soul,  as  fin's  true  nature  is, 
^  Each  toy  feems  prologue  to  fome  great  amifs, 

*  So  full  of  artlefs  jealoufie  is  guilt, 

*  It  fpils  it  felf  m  fearing  to  be  fpilt. 

O^hd.  Where  is  the  beauteous  Majefty  of  "Denmark?- 

^necn.  How  now,  Ophelia  ?  Z^he  Sings. 

Ophcl.  How  fhould  I  vour  true  Love  know  from  another  one  f 
By  his  cockle  hat  and  ftaff,  and  by  his  fendal  fhoon. 

^uten.  Alas !  fwect  Lady,  what  imports  this  Song  ? 

Ophel.  Say  you  nay  pray  you  mark. 
He  is  dead  and  gone,  Lady,  he  is  dead  and  gone,  C^<>/if» 
At  his  head  a  grafs-green  turf,  at  his  heels  a  ftonc. 
O  ho. 

^uten.  Nay  but,  Ophelia 

Ofhel.  Pray  you  mark.    White  his  fhrowd  as  the  mountain  fnow. 

Emer  King. 
^Heen.  A  Lis,  look  here,  my  Lord. 

Ophel.  Larded  all  with  fweet  flowers,  \^Song, 
Which  beweept  to  the  ground  did  not  go 
With  true  Love  fhowers. 

King.  How  do  you,  pretty  Lady  ? 

OpheL  Well,  good  dild  you,  they  fay  the  Owl  was  a  Baker's  daughter  : 
we  know  what  we  are,  but  know  not  what  we  Inay  be. 
King.  Conceit  upon  her  Father. 

Ophel.  Pray  let's  have  no  words  of  this,  but  when  they  ask  you  what  tt 
means,  fay  you  this. 

To  morrow  is  S.  Valentine" s-iz^  U^ng. 
All  in  the  morning  bctime, 
And  I  a  Maid  at  your  window 
To  be  your  Valentine. 

*  Then  up  he  rofe  and  dond  his  cloathcs ,  and  dupt  the  Chamber-door, 

*  Let  in  the  Maid,  that  out  a  Maid  never  departed  more. 

King.  Pretty,  Ophelia. 

Ophel.  Indeed  without  an  oath,  Til  make  an  end  on't. 
By  gis  and  by  Saint  Charity,  . 

alack  and  fie  for  (liame, 
Young  men  will  do*t  if  they  come  to't, 

by  cock  they  are  to  blame. 

I  X  *  Quoth 
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^  Quoth  (lie,  before  you  tumbled  me,  you  promised  me  to  wed. 
^(He  anfwers. )  Sofliould  i  have  done,  by  yonder  Sun, 
And  thou  hadft  not  come  to  ray  bed. 
King,  How  long  hath  fne  been  thus  ? 

OfheL  I  hope  ali  will  be  well,  we  muft  be  patient^  but  i  cannot  chufe 
but  weep  to  think  they  would  lay  him  i'th'  cold  ground*,  my  brother  (hall 
know  of  it,  and  fo  I  thank  you  for  your  good  counfel. 
Come  my  Coach,  good  night  Ladies  good  night, 
Sweet  Ladies,  good  night,  good  night. 

King.  Follow  her  clofe,  give  her  good  watch  I  pray  you, 
O  this  is  the  Poifon  of  deep  grief,  it  fprings  all  from  her  father's  death  x 
And  now  behold,  O  Gertrard^  Certrard, 
When  forrows  come,  they  come  not  fingle  fpies. 
But  in  battalions :  firft,  her  father  flain. 
Next,  your  Son  gone,  and  he  molt  violent  author 
Of  his  own  juft:  remove  ;  the  people  muddied. 
Thick  and  unwholfom  in  thoughts  and  whifpers 
For  good  PolomHj's  dc^ih,  and  we  have  done  but 
Obfcurely  to  interr  him    poor  Ophelia 
Divided  from  her  felf  and  her  fair  Judgment, 
Without  which  we  are  but  piftures,  or  mecr  beafe. 
Laft,  and  as  much  coHtaining  as  all  thefe, 
Her  Brother  is  in  Secret  come  from  France^ 
Feeds  on  this  wonder,  keeps  himfelf  in  clouds, 
And  wants  not  whifpers  to  infeft  his  Ear 
With  peftilent  fpeeches  of  his  father's  death, 

*  Wherein  necefRty  of  matter  begger'd 

^  Will  nothing  ftick  our  perfon  to  arraign 

*  In  ear  and  ear :  "  O  my  dear  Gertrard^  this 
Like  to  a  murdering- piece  in  many  places 

Gives  me  fuperfiuous  death.  [Anoife  vpithin. 

Entir  Mejfengsrs* 

King.  Where  are  my  Swiflers  ?  let  them  guard  the  door, 
What  is  the  matter  ? 

MeJIsn.  Save  your  felf,  my  Lord. 
The  Ocean  over-peering  of  his  lift 
Eats  not  the  flats  with  more  impetuous  hafte, 
Than  young  Laertes  in  a  riotous  head 
O  re-bcars  your  officers ;  the  rabble  call  him  Lord, 
And  as  the  World  were  now  but  to  begin, 
Antiquity  forgot,  cuftom  not  known, 
The  ratifiers  and  props  of  every  word. 
They  cry  chufe  we  Laertes  for  our  King, 
Caps,  bands,  and  tongues  applaud  it  to  the  clouds, 
Laertes  (hall  be  King. 

*  ^heen.  How  chearfully  on  the.falfe  tail  they  cry,  {^A  noife  mhin. 
[  O  this  is  counter,  you  falfe  Dm^  dogs. 

Enter 
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Enter  Lacrtcs  mthiihcrs* 

King,  The  doors  are  broke. 

Laer.  Where  is  this  King?  Sirs,  ftandyou  all  without 

M.  No,  let's  come  in. 

Laer.  1  pray  you  give  me  leave. 

All.  We  will,  we  will. 

Lner.  1  thank  you,  keeplhc  door.  Othou  vile  King 
Give  me  my  father. 
Queen.  Calmly,  good  Laertes. 

Laer.  That  drop  of  blood  that's  calm  proclaims  me  baftard; 
Cries  Cuckold  to  my  father,  brands  the  Harlot 
Even  here  between  the  chaft  brows 
Of  my  true  mother. 

King.  What  is  the  caufe,  Laertes^ 
That  thy  Rebellion  looks  fo  Giant-like  ? 
Let  him  go,  Gertrardy  do  not  fear  our  pcrfbn, 
There's  fuch  divinity  doth  hedge  a  King, 
That  treafon  dares  not  reach  at  what  it  would, 
Afts  little  of  his  will:  tell  me,  L^ertes^ 
Why  thou  are  thus  incenft :  let  him  go,  Cgrtrard^ 
Speak  man. 

Laer.  Where  is  my  father? 

Kmg.  Dead. 

j^ffff^'  But  not  by  him. 

King.  Let  him  demand  his  fill. 

Laer.  How  came  he  dead?  Til  not  be  juglcd  with; 
To  hell  allegiance,  vows  to  the  blackefl  Devil, 
'  Confcience  and  grace  to  the  profoundeft  pit, 
*  1  dare  Damnation,-  "  to  this  point  I  ftand. 
That  both  the  Worlds  I  give  to  negligence. 
Let  come  what  comes,  only  Til  be  reveng'd 
Moft  throughly  for  my  father. 

King,  Who  fhall  ftay  you  ? 

Laer.  My  will,  not  all  the  Worlds : 
And  for  my  means  Til  Husband  them  fo  well 
They  fhall  go  far  with  little. 

King^  Will  you  in  revenge  of  your 
Dear  father  s  death  deftroy  both  friend  and  foe  ? 

Laer.  None  but  his  Enemies. 

King.  Will  you  know  them  then? 

Laer.  To  this,  good  friends,  thus  wide  Til  ope  my  armj^ 
And  like  the  kind  life-rendring  Pelican 
Relieve  them  with  my  blood. 

King.  Why  now  you  fpcak 
Like  a  good  child,  and  a  true  Gentleman. 
That  I  am  guiltlefs  of  your  father's  death, 
And  am  moft  fenfiblc  in  grief  for  it, 
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It  fliall  as  level  to  your  judgrnent  lye 

As  day  does  to  your  eye.  \A  mife  r^ithirt, 

Emer  Ophelia. 
Laer.  Let  her  corns  in.  / 
^  How  now  ?  what  noife  is  that? 
^  O  heat  dry  up  my  brains,  tears  feven  times  fait 

*  Burn  out  the  Senfe  and  Verrue  of  mine  eye : 

By  Heaven  "  thy  madnefs  fhall  be  paid  with  weight 
Till  our  fcale  turn  the  beam.    O  Rofe  of  May ! 
Dear  maid,  kind  filler,  iw^etOpheltal 
O  Heavens !  is't  polfible  a  young  maids  wits 
Should  be  as  mortal  as  a  fick  man's  life  ! 

Ophel.  They  bore  him  bare-fac'd  on  the  Bier,  [S<f^i. 
And  in  his  grave  rainM  many  a  tear. 
Fare  ypu  well,  my  Dove. 

Laer.  Hadft  thou  thy  wits,  and  didft  perfwade  rcrenge, 
It  could  not  move  thus. 

Ophsl,  You  muft  fing  a  down,  a  down, 
And  you  call  him  a  down  a.    O  how  the  wheel  becomes  it, 
It  is  the  faife  fteward  that  ftole  his  Matter's  daughter. 

Laer.  This  nothing  is  much  more  than  matter. 

Ophel.  There's  Rofemary,  that's  for  remembrance  ^  pray  you  Love  re- 
member, and  there's  Fancies,  that's  for  thoughts. 

Laer.  A  document  in  madnefs,  thoughts  and  remembrance  fitted. 

Oj)heL  There's  Fennel  for  you^  and  Columbines,  there's  Rcw  for  you, 
and  here's  fome  for  me,  we  may  call  it  Herb  of  Grace  a  Sundays^  you  may 
wear  your  Rew  with  a  difference  \  there's  a  Da  fie:  I  would  give  you 
fome  Violets,  but  they  withered  all  when  my  father  died  :  they  fay  he 
made  a  good  end. 

For  bonny  fweet  Robin  is  all  ray  joy. 

Laer.  Thoughts  and  afflidlions,  paffion,  hell  it  felf 
She  turns  to  favour  and  to  prettinefs. 

Ophel  And  will  he  not  come  again,  -  [Son^, 

'  And  will  he  not  come  again  ? 
No,  no,  he  is  dead,  go  to  thy  dcath-bed, 
He  never  will  comeagain. 
His  beard  was  as  white  as  fnow. 
Flaxen  was  his  pole, 

He  is  gone,  he  is  gone,  and  we  caft  away  moan, 
And  peace  be  with  his  Soul,and  with  all  Lovers  Souls. 

Kin^.  Laertes  I  muft  fliare  in  your  grief, 
Or  you  deny  me  right  ^  go  but  a  part. 
Make  choice  of  whom  your  wifeft  friends  you  will, 
And  they  fhall  hear  and  judge  'twixt  you  and  me, 
If  by  dired  or  by  collateral  hand 
They  find  us  toucht,  we  will  our  Kingdom  give, 

*  Our  Crown,  our  life  and  all  thai  we  call  ours 

To 
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To  you  in  fatisfaLlion   bnt  if  not 
Be  you  content  to  lend  your  patience  to  us. 
And  we  fhall  joynily  labour  with  your  Soul 
To  give  it  due  content. 

Laer.  Let  this  be  fo. 
His  means  of  death,  his  obfcure  funeral. 
No  Trophy,  Sword,  nor  Hatchment  o're  his  bones, 
No  noble  rite,  nor  formal  oflentation 
Cry  to  be  heard  as *twere  from  Earth  to  Heaven, 
That  I  muft  call't  in  queftion. 

King.  So  you  fhall. 
And  where  th'  offence  is  let  the  great  Axe  fall. 

I  pray  you  go  with  me.  [Exeunt* 

Enter  Horatio  others. 

Hora,  What  are  they  tho.  would  fpeak  with  me  ? 

Cent.  Sea-faring  men,  Sir,  they  fay  they  have  Letters  for  you. 

Hora.  Let  them  come  in. 
I  do  not  know  from  what  part  of  the  World 

I  Ihould  be  greeted,  if  not  from  Lord  Hamlet,  [Enter  Saylors, 

Say.  Save  you.  Sir. 

Say,  There's  a  Letter  for  you.  Sir,  it  came  from  the  EmbafTador  that 
was  bound  for  England^  if  your  name  be  Horatio^  as  1  am  let  to  know 
it  is. 

Hora.  Horatio^  when  thou  fhalt  have  ovef-Iookt  this,  give  thefe  fellows 
fome  means  to  the  King,  they  have  Letters  for  him.  EVe  we  were  two 
days  old  at  Sea,  a  Pirate  of  very  warlike  appointment  «gave  us  chafe. 
"Finding  our  felves  too  flow  of  fail,  we  put  on  a  compelled  Valour,  and 
in  the  Grapple  I  boarded  them :  on  the  inftant  they  got  clear  of  our  Ship, 
fo  1  alone  became  their  prifoner.  They  have  dealt  with  me  like  Thieves 
of  mercy,  but  they  knew  what  they  did  i  I  am  to  do  a  turn  for  them.  Let 
the  King  have  the  Letters  I  have  fent,  and  repair  thou  to  me  with  as  much 
fpeed  as  thou  v;ouIdfl:  fly  death.  I  have  words  to  fpeak  in  thine  Ear  will 
make  thee  dumb,  yet  are  they  much  too  light  for  the  matter,  theie  good 
fellows  will  bring  thee  where  I  am.  Rofencrans  and  Cmldenjtern  hold  t.heir 
courfc  for  England^  of  them  I  have  much  to  tell  thee. 
Farewel.  Hamlet. 

Hor.  Come,  I  will  make  you  way  for  thefc  your  Letters, 
And  do  t  the  fpeedier  that  you  may  direil  me 

To  him  from  whom  you  brought  them.  [Exem, 

Enter  King  und  Laertes. 

King.  Now  muft  your  confcicncc  my  acquittance  Seal, 
And  you  muft  put  me  in  your  heart  for  friend, 
Sith  you  have  heard,  and  with  a  knowing  Ear, 
That  he  who  hath  your  noble  Father  flain 
Purfucdmy  life. 

L4er.  Ic  well  appears :  but  tell  rac 

Why 
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Why  you  proceed  not  againft  thefc  feats 

So  criminal  and  fo  capital  in  nature, 

As  by  your  fafety,  greatnefiJ,  wifdoni,  all  things  elfe, 

Vou  mainly  were  ftir'd  up.  * 

King.  For  two  fpecialreafons, 
Which  may  perhaps  to  you  feem  weak, 
But  yet  to  me  they're  (trong :  the  Queen  his  mother 
Lives  almoft  by  his  looks,  and  for  my  felf. 
My  vertue  or  my  plague,  be  it  either, 
She  is  fo  precious  to  my  Life  and  Soul, 
That  as  the  Star  moves  not  but  in  his  Sphere, 
I  could  not  but  by  her:  the  other  motive 
Why  to  a  publick  count  1  might  not  go, 
Is  the  great  Love  the  people  bear  him. 
Who  dipping  all  his  faults  in  th_eir  affection, 
Work  like  the  Spring  that  turneth  wood  to  ftonc, 

*  Convert  his  gyves  to  graces,  fo  that  my  arrows 
'  Too  flightly  timbered  for  fo  loved  arms, 

*  Would  have  reverted  to  my  bow  again, 

*  But  not  where  I  have  aim'd  them. 

Laer.  And  fo  1  have  a  noble  father  loft  \ 
A  (ifter  driven  into  dcfperate  terms, 
Whofe  worth,  if  praifes  may  go  back  again, 
Stood  challenger  on  the  mount  of  all  the  Age 
For  her  perfeflions :  but  my  revenge  will  come. 

King.  Break  not  your  fleeps  for  that,  you  mull  not  think 
That  W€  are  made  of  ftuff  fo  flat  and  dull, 
That  we  can  let  our  beards  be  (hook  with  danger, 
And  think  it  paftime :  you  fliortly  fhall  hear  mor€. 
I  lov'd  your  father,  and  we  love  our  felf, 
\  And  that  I  hope  will  teack  you  to  imagine. 

Enttr  aMeffenger  with  Letters. 

Mejf.  Thefe  to  your  Majefty,  this  to  the  Queen. 

Kirjg.  From  Hamltt  ?  who  brought  them  ? 

AfeJ.  Saylors,my  Lord  they  fay,  I  faw  them  not. 
They  were  given  me  by  ClandiQ^  he  received  them 
Ofhim  that  brought  them. 

King,  Laertes  you  fhall  hear  theniTl^^ve  us.  [Exeunt^ 
High  and  mighty,  you  fhall  know  I  am  fet  naked  on  your  Kingdom : 
to  morrow  (hall  I  beg  leave  to  fee  your  Kingly  Eyes,  when  I  fhall 
[firft  asking  you,  pardon]  thereunto  recount  the  occafion  of  my  fudden 
return. 

King.  What  fhould  this  mean  ?  arc  all  the  reft  come  back  ? 
Or  is  it  fome  abufe,  and  no  fuch  thing? 

L/ter,  Know  you  the  hand? 

King.  'Tis //W^^'s  Charafter.   Naked  1 
And  iu  a  poftfcript  here  he  fays  alon^, 

Cin 
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Can  you  advife  me  ? 

haer.  1  am  loft  in't,  my  Lord  ;  but  let  him  come, 
It  warms  the  very  ficknefs  in  my  heart, 
Tha|I  live,  and  tell  him  to  his  teeth, 
Thus  didft  thou. 

King.  If  it  be  fo,  Laertes^ 
As  how  fliould  it  be  fo,  how  othcrwifc  ? 
Will  you  be  rul'd  by  me  ? 

Laer.  \,  my  Lord,  fo  you  will  not  o're-rulc  me  to  a  peace. 

King.  To  thine  own  peace;  if  hebe  now  rcturn'd, 
As  liking  not  his  voyage,  and  that  he  means 
No  more  to  undertake  it,  I  will  work  him 
-  To  an  exploit  now  ripe  in  my  device, 
Under  the  which  he  fliall  not  chufe  but  fall, 
And  for  his  death  no  wind  of  blame  fliall  breath, 
But  even  his  mother  fliall  uncharge  the  prafticc, 
And  call  it  accident. 

Laer,  My  Lord,  I  will  be  rul'd. 
The  rather  if  you  could  devifc  it  fo 
That  I  might  be  the  inftrument. 

King.  It  falls  right : 
You  have  been  talkt  of  fincc  your  travel  much, 
And  that  in  Hamlet'^  hearing,  for  a  quality 
Wherein  they  fay  you  fliine  ^  your  fum  of  parts 
Did  oot  together  pluck  fuch  envy  from  him, 

*  As  did  that  one,  and  that  in  my  regard 

*  Of  the  unworthieft  ficge. 

Laer.  What  part  is  that,  my  Lord  ? 
King,  A  very  Feather  in  the  cap  of  youth, 

*  Yet  needful  too,  for  youth  no  lefs  becomes 

*  The  light  and  carelefs  Livery  that  it  wears, 

*  Than  fetled  Age  his  fables,  and  his  weeds, 

^  Importing  health  and  gravenefs :  ".two  months  fince 
Here  was  a  Gentleman  of  Normandy^ 
1  have  feen  my  felf,  and  ferv*d  againll  the  French^ 
And  they  can  well  on  horf-back  ^  but  this  Gallant 


And  to  fuch  wondrous  doing  brought  his  horfc 
As  he  had  been  incorps'd  and  demi-natur'd 
With  the  brave  beaft    fo  far  he  topt  my  thought, 
That  I  in  forgery  of  fliapcs  and  tricks 
Come  fliort  of  what  he  did. 

Laer,  X^Norman  was't  ? 

King,  A  Norman.  » 

Laer.  Upon  my  life,  Lamer d. 

King.  The  very  fame. 

Laet.  I  know  him  well,  he  is  indeed 
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The  gem  of  all  the  Nation. 

King.  He  made  confcffion  of  you, 
And  gave  you  fuch  a  mafterly  report 
For  art  and  exercife  in  your  defence, 
And  for  your  Rapier  moft  efpecially, 
That  he  cryM  out,  'twould  be  a  fi^ht  indeed 
If  one  could  match  you :  the  Fencers  of  their  Nation 
Hefwore  had  neither  motion,  guard,  nor  Eye 
If  you  oppos'd  them  :  Sir,  this  report  of  his 
Did  Hamlet  fo  envenome  with  his  envy. 
That  he  could  nothing  do,  but  wi(h  and  beg 
Your  fudden  coming  o're  to  play  with  you. 
Now  out  of  this. 

Laer.  What  out  of  this,  my  Lord  ? 

King.  Laertes y  was  your  father  dear  to  you  ? 
Or  are  you  like  the  painting  of  a  forrow, 
A  face  without  a  heart  ? 

JLaer.  Why  ask  you  this? 

King.  Not  that  I  think  you  did  not  Love  your  Father, 

*  But  that  I  know  Love  is  begun  by  time, 

*  And  that  I  fee  in  paflages  of  proof, 

'  Time  qualifies  the  fpark  and  fire  of  it; 

*  T  here  lives  within  the  very  flame  of  Love 

*  A  kind  of  wiek  or  fnuff  that  will  abate  it, 

*  And  nothing  is  at  a  like  goodnefs  Hill  ^ 

*  For  goodnefs  growing  to  a  pleurifie, 

'  Dies  in  his  own  too  much,  that  we  would  do, 

*  We  fhould  do  when  we  would  :  for  this  vponld  changes, 

*  And  hath  abatements  and  delays  as  many 

*  As  there  arc  Tongues,  are  Hands,  are  accidents, 
'  And  then  this  ShoM  is  like  a  fpend-thrift-figh, 

'  That  hurts  by  eafing  :  "  but  to  the  quick  of  th'  Ulcer, 
Hamlet  conjes  back,  what  would  you  undertake 
To  (hew  your  felf  indeed  your  Father's  Son 
More  than  in  words  ? 

Laer.  To  cut  his  throat  i'th*  Church. 

King,  No  place  indeed  (hould  protcfl  a  Murderer, 
Revenge  fhould  have  no  Bounds  :  but,  good  Laertes^ 
Keep  clofe  within  your  Chamber, 
Hamlet  returned  (hall  know  you  are  come  home, 
We'll  put  on  thofe  Ihall  praife  your  excellence, 
And  fet  a  double  varnifh  on  the  fame 
Thz  Frenchman  ^Z'it  you,  bring  you,  in  fine,  together, 
And  wager  o're  your  heads ;  he  being  remifs, 
Woft  generous  and  free  from  all  contriving. 
Will  not  perufe  the  foils,  fo  that  with  eafe, 
Or  with  a  little  fliuffii^g,  you  may  chufc 
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A  Sword  unbated,  and  in  a  pace  of  pradticc 
Requite  him  for  your  Father. 

Laer.  I  will  do't ; 
And  for  the  purpofe  Til  Anoint  my  Sword : 
I  bought  an  Undtion  of  a  Mountebank 
SomortaJ,  that  but  dip  a  knife  in  it, 
Where  it  draws  blood,  no  Cataplafm  fo  rare 
Collefted  from  all  Simples  that  have  vertue 
Under  the  Moon,  can  fave  the  thing  from  death 
That  is  but  fcratcht  withal  ^  I'll  touch  my  point 
With  this  contagion,  that  if  I  gall  him  flighcly  it  may  be  death* 

King.  Let's  further  think  of  this, 
'  Weigh  what  conveyance  both  of  time  and  means, 

*  May  fit  us  to  our  fhape  if  this  (hould  fail, 

'  And  that  our  drift  look  through  our  bad  performance 

*  'Twere  better  not  aflay'd.    Therefore  this  projeft 
^  Should  have  a  back  or  fecond,  that  might  bold 

*  If  this  did  blaft  in  proof :  'Toft  let  me  fee. 
We'll  make  a  folemn  wager  on  your  cunnings, 

I  have't,  when  in  your  motion  you  are  hot  and  dry, 
As  make  your  bouts  more  violent  to  that  end. 
And  that  he  calls  for  drink,  Til  have  prepared  him 
A  chalice  for  the  purpofe^  whereon  but  tailing, 
If  he  by  chance  cfcape  your  venom'd  tuck. 

Our  purpofe  may  hold  there.   But  ftay,  what  noifc  ?        {Emcr  %Hun. 

Slneert.  One  woe  doth  tread  upon  another's  heel. 
So  fall  they  follow  :  your  fitter's  drown'd,  Lamer. 

Laer,  Drown'd !  O  where  ? 

Qfteefi.  There  is  a  willow  growing  o're  a  Brook, 
That  (hews  his  hoary  leaves  in  the  glaflie  ftream, 
Near  which  fantaftick  garlands  fhedid  make 
OfCrow-flowers,  Nettles,  Daifics,  and  long  Purples, 

*  That  liberal  fliepherds  give  a  grofler  name, 

*  But  our  culcold  maids  do  dead  mens  fingers  call  them, 
There  on  the  boughs  her  Coronet  weeds 
Clambring  to  hang,  an  envious  fhiver  broke. 

When  down  her  weedy  trophies  and  her  felf 

Fell  in  the  weeping  Brook,    her  cloaths  fpred  wide, 

*  And  Mermaid-like  a  while  they  bore  her  up, 

'  Which  time  fhe  chanted  remnants  of  old  lauds, 
As  one  incapable  of  her  own  diftrefs, 
Gr  like  a  creature  native  and  indued 
Unto  that  clement,  but  long  it  could  not  be 
Till  that  her  garments,  heavy  with  their  drink, 
Puird  the  gentle  maid  from  her  melodious  lay 
To  muddy  death. 
Latr,  Alas !  then  1$  fhe  drown'd  ? 

K  %  Qf^tn 
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§lrteen,  Drown'd,  drown'd. 

Laer.  Too  much  of  water  haft  thou,  poor  Ophelia^ 
And  therefore  I  forbid  my  tears :  but  yet 
It  is  our  trick,  Nature  her  Cuftora  holds, 
Let  fhame  fay  what  it  will    "  when  thefe  arc  gone 
*  The  woman  will  be  out.  "  Adieu,  my  Lord, 
I  have  a  fire  that  fain  would  blafe, 

But  that  this  folly  drowns  it.  [Exit. 

King.  Let's  follow,  Gertrard  ^ 
How  much  I  had  to  do  to  calm  his  rage ! 
Now  I  fear  this  will  give  it  ftart  again,  , 

Therefore  let's  follow.  £Exem. 


A  C  T  V.  SCENE!. 


Enter  wo  Clowns  with  Spades  and  Mattcckj. 

Clow.  TS  fhe  to  be  buried  in  Chriftian  burial,  when  (he  wilfully  fceks 
X  hcrownfalvation? 

0th.  1  tell  thee  fhe  is,  therefore  make  her  Grave  flraight,  the  Crowner 
hath  fet  on  her,  and  Ends  it  Chriftian  buriaL 

Clow.  How  can  that  be,  unlefs  (he  drown'd  her  fclf  in  her  own  de- 
fence ? 

0th.  Why  'tis  found  fo. 

Clow.  It  muft  be  fo  offended  ,  it  cannot  be  elfe  ^  for  here  lies  the  point, 
if  I  drown  my  felf  wittingly,  it  argues  an  j  and  an  Adt  hath  three 
branches,  it  is  to  Aft,  to  do,  and  to  perform,  or  all  flie  drown'd  her 
felf  wittingly. 

Oth^  Nay  but  hear  you,  goodman  delver. 

Clow.  Give  me  leave,  here  lies  the  water,  :good  ^  here  ftands  the  man, 
good  ;  if  the  man  go  to  this  water  and  drown  himfelf,  it  is  will  he  nill 
he  j  he  goes,  mark  you  that :  but  if  the  water  cofne  to  him  and  drown 
him,  he  drowns  not  himfelf ;  argal,  he  that  is  not  guilty  of  his  own  death, 
Ihortens  nor  his  own  life. 

Otk  But  is  this  Law? 

Clow.  I  marry  is't,  Crowners  Queft-Law. 

0th,  Will  you  have  the  truth  on't,  if  this  had  not  been  a  Gentlewoman 
fliefliould  have  been  buried  without  Chriftian  burial. 

Clow.  Why  there  thou  fay'ft,  and  the  more  pitty  that  great  folk 
Ihould  have  Countenance  in  this  World  to  Drown  or  Hang  themfelves 
more  than  we :  Come,  my  Spade ,  there  is  no  Accident  Gentleman 
but  Gardners,  Ditchers,  and  Grave-niakers,  they  hold  up  Mam's  pro- 
feffion. 

0th.  Was  he  a  Gentlemaa  ? 

Clow. 
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CUw,  He  was  the  firft  that  ever  bore  arms. 
I'll  put  another  queftion  to  thee,  if  thou  anfwcrefl:  me  not  to  the  purpofe, 
confefs  thy  felf. 

0th.  Go  to. 

Clovp.  What  is  he  that  builds  flronger  than  cither  the  Mafon,  the  Ship- 
wright, or  the  Carpenter  ? 

0th.  The  Gallows-raaker,  for  that  ouMives  a  thoufapd  tenants. 

C/oTv.  I  like  thy  wit  well,  the  Gallows  does  well,  but  how  does  it  well? 
It  does  well  to  thofe  that  do  ill  ^  now  thou  do'ft  ill  to  fay  the  Gallows  is 
built  flronger  than  the  Church  :  argal,  the  Gollows  may  do  well  to  thee. 
To't  again,  come. 

0th,  Who  builds  ftronger  than  a  Mafon,  a  Shipwright,  or  a  Carpen- 
ter ? 

Clow,  r,  tell  me  that,  and  unyoke. 
0th.  Marry  now  I  can  tell, 
Clovp.  To't. 

0th.  Mafs  I  cannot  tell. 

Clow  Cudgel  thy  brains  no  more  about  it,  for  your  dull  Afs  will  not 
mend  his  pace  with  beating,  and  when  you  are  askt  this  queftion  next, 
fay  a  Grave-maker,  thehoufes  he  maks  laft  till  Doomfday. 
Go  get  thee  in,  and  fetch  me  a  ftoop  of  liquor. 

In  youth  when  I  did  love,  did  love,  {Song. 

Wethought  it  was  very  fweet 
To  contradl  O  the  time  for  a  my  behove, 
O  methought  there  was  nothing  a  meet- 
Enter  Hamlet  and  Horatio. 
Ham.  Has  this  Fellow  no  feeling  in  his  bufinefs  ?  he  flngs  in  Grave- 
making. 

Hora.  Cuftombath  made  it  in  him  a  property  of  eafinefs. 
Ham.  'Tisc'enfo,  the  hand  oflittle  employment  hath  the  daintcrfcnfe. 
Clovf.  But  age  with  ftealing  fteps  L^ong.  , 

hath  clawed  me  in  his  clutch, 
And  hath  (hipped  into  the  Land, 
as  if  I  never  had  been  fuch. 
Ham.  That  skull  had  a  Tongue  in  it,  and  could  fing  once,  how  the 
knave  jowls  it  to  the  ground ,  as  If  'twere  Cain%  Jaw-bone ,  that  did 
the  firft  Murther:  this  might  be  the  Pate  of  a  Polititian  which  this 
Afs  now  o're-reachcs ,  one  that  would  circumvent  Heaven,  might  it 
not? 

Hora.  It  might,  my  Lord. 

Ham.  Or  of  a  Courtier,  which  could  fay,  good  morrow,  my  Lord, 
how  do'ft  >hou,  Iweet  Lord?  this  might  be  my  Lord  fuch  a  one,  that 
praifed  my  Lord  fuch  a  one's  horfc  when  he  meat  to  beg  him,  might  it 
not? 

Hora.  I,  my  Lord. 

' //^w.  Why  e'en  fb,  and  now  my  Lady  worms  Choplcs ,  and 
\  knockt  about  the  mazer  with  a  Scxcon  s  Spade  \  "  here's  a  fine 
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revolution,  and  we  had  the  trick  to  fee't  \  did  i\\tk  bones  cofl  no  more 
the  breeding  but  to  play  at  Loggits  with  ihcm  ?  mine  ake  to  think 
on'e. 

Cioyv,  A  pickax  and  a  fpade,  a  fpade, 
for  and  a  fhrowding  fheet, 
O  a  pit  of  clay  for  to  be  made 
for  fuch  a  gueft  is  meet. 

flam.  There's  another,  why  may  not  that  be  the  skull  of  a  Lawyer  ? 
where  be  his  quiddities  now,  his  quilities,  his  cafes,  his  tenures,  and  his 
tricks  ?  why  does  he  fuffer  this  mad  knave  now  to  knock  him  about  the 
fconce  with  a  dirty  (hovel,  and  will  not  tell  him  of  his  anions  of  battery  ? 
hum :  this  fellow  might  be  in^s  time  a  great  buyer  of  Land,  with  his 
fl:atute5,  his  recognifances,  his  fines,  his  double  vouchers,  his  recoveries, 
to  have  his  fine  pate  full  of  fine  dirt :  will  vouchers  vouch  him  no  more 
of  his  purchafes  and  doubles,  than  the  Ien^,th  and  breadth  of  a  pair  of 
Indentures?  the  very  Conveyances  of  his  Land  will  fcarcely  lie  in  this 
box,  and  mufl:  the  inheritor  himfelf  have  no  more  ?  ha  ? 

Hora,  Not  a  jot  more,  my  Lord. 

Ham,  <  Is  not  Parchment  made  of  (hcep-skins  ? 

Hora.  ^  I,  my  Lord,  and  of  calves-skins  too. 

Ham.  ^  They  are  fheep  and  calves  which  feck  out  alTurance  in  that.  'I 
I  will  fpeak  to  this  fellow  :  Whofe  grave's  this,  firrah  ? 

Clow,  Mine,  Sir,  or  a  pit  of  clay  for  to  be  made. 

Ham.  I  think  it's  thine  indeed,  for  thou  ly'ft  in't. 

Clovf.  You  lye  out  on*t,  Sir,  and  therefore  'tis  not  yours;  for  my  pari 
I  do  not  Jye  in't,  yet  it's  mine. 

Ham.  Thou  do'ft  lye  in't,  to  be  in't  and  fay  it  is  thine,  'tis  for  the 
dead,  not  for  the  quick,  therefore  thou  ly'ft. 

Clovp.  'Tis  a  quick  lye,  Sir,  'twill  again  from  me  to  you. 

Ham.  What  man  do'ft  thou  dig  it  for? 

Clow.  For  no  man,  Sir. 

Ham.  What  woman  then  ? 

Clovp.  For  none  neither. 

Ham.  Who  is  to  be  buried  in't  ? 

Clow.  One  that  was  a  woman.  Sir,  but  reft  her  Soul,  fhe's  dead. 

Ham.  How  abfolutc  the  knave  is,  we  muft  fpeak  by  the  card,  or  equi- 
ocation  will  undo  us.  Horatio  this  three  years  I  have  took  notice  of  it, 
the  age  is  grown  fo  picked,  that  the  toe  of  the  Peafant  comes  fo  near  the 
heel  of  the  Courtier,  he  galls  his  kibe.  How  long  haft  thou  been  a  Grave- 
maker  ? 

ckw.  Of  all  the  days  i'th'  year  I  came  to't  that  day  our  laft  King  H^m- 
let  overcame  Fortinbrafs. 

Ham.  How  long  is  that  fincc  ? 

Clow.  Cannot  you  tell  that  ?  every  fool  can  tell  that  it  was  that 
very  day  that  young  HmU$  was  born,  he  that  is  mad  and  fent  into 
England. 
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Ham.  I  marry,  why  was  he  fcnt  into  England  ? 
CUvp.  Why  ?  becaufe  he  was  mad,  he  lhall  recover  his  wits  there,  or  if 
he  do  not,  'tis  no  great  matter  there. 

Ham.  Why? 

cUvfi.  Twill  not  be  fcen  in  him  there,  there  arc  men  as  mad  as  he. 

Ham.  How  came  he  mad  ? 

Clov9.  Very  ftrangely  they  fay. 

Ham.  How  ftrangely  ? 

Clovd.  Faith  e  en  with  lofing  his  wits. 

Ham,  Upon  what  ground? 

Cloxv.  Why  herein  Denmark:  where  I  have  been  Sexton,  man  and  boy 
thirty  years. 

Ham.  How  long  will  a  man  lie  i'th'  Earth  cVe  he  rot  ? 

Clovp.  Faith  if  he  be  not  rotten  before  he  die,  as  we  have  many  pocky 
coarfes  that  will  fcarfe  hold  the  laying  in,  he  will  laft  you  fome  eight 
years,  or  nine  years ;  a  Tanner  will  laft  you  nine  years. 

Ham.  Why  he  more  than  another  ? 

CUxf.  Why,  Sir,  his  hide  is  fo  tann'd  with  his  trade,  that  he  will  keep 
out  water  a  great  while,  and  your  water  is  a  fore  decayer  of  your  whorfon 
dead  body  :  here's  a  skull  now  hath  lien  you  i'th  earth  three  and  twenty 
years. 

Ham.  Whofe  was  it  ? 

Cioi».  A  whorfon  mad  fellow's  it  was,  whofe  do  you  think  it  was  ? 
Ham.  Nay  I  know  not. 

Clovo.  A  peftilence  on  him  for  a  mad  rogue,  he  pour'd  a  flaggon  of 
Rhenifli  on  my  head  once  j  this  fame  skull,  Sir,  was  Sir  rcrkk^s  skull,  the 
King's  Jefter. 

Ham.  This? 

Clow.  E'en  that. 

Ham.  Alas,  \}oor  Tor/ckJ  I  knew  him,  //(^r/if/tf,  a  fellow  of  infinite  jefi-, 
of  moft  excellent  fancy,  he  hath  born  me  on  his  back  a  thoufand  times, 
and  now  how  abhorred  in  my  imagination  it  isr'my  gorge  rifes  at  it.  Here 
hung  thofe  lips  that  1  have  kilt  I  know  not  how  oft :  where  be  your  jibes 
now,  your  Jefts,  your  Songs,  your  Flafhes  of  Merriment,  that  were  wont 
to  fet  the  Table  on  a  roar  ?  not  one  now  to  mock  your  own  grinning  ? 
quite  chopfain  ?  Now  get  you  to  my  Ladies  Table,  and  tell  her,  let 
her  paint  an  inch  thick ,  to  this  favour  flie  muft  come  make  her 
laugh  at  that. 

Prcthee,  Horatio,  tell  me  one  thing* 
Hora.  What's  that,  my  Lord  ? 

Ham.  Doft  thou  think  Alexander  lookt  on  this  fafliion  i'th'  Earth  ? 

Hora,  E'en  fo. 

Ham.  And  fmelt  fo  ?  pah. 

Hora.  E'en  fo,  mv  Lord. 

Ham.  Towhatbafeufes  we  may  return,  Horatio]  why  may  not  ima- 
ginatiou  trace  the  noble  dull  of  AiePtandfr  till  iie  find  it  flopping  a  bung- 
hole. 

Hera 
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Hora,  'Twere  to  conGder  too  curioufly  to  confider  fo. 

H^m.  Nofaiih,  not  a  jot,  buc  to  follow  him  thither  with  modefly 
enough,  and  likelihood  to  lead  it.  Alexander  died,  Alexander  was  buried, 
Alexander  returneth  to  dufl;  the  duft  is  earth,  of  earth  we  make  lome, 
snd  why  of  that  lome  whereto  he  was  converted  might  they  not  ftop  a 
Beer-barrel? 

Imperious  CAfar  dead  and  tnrn'd  to  clay 
Might  ftop  a  hole  to  keep  the  wind  away. 

0  that  that  earth  which  kept  the  World  in  awe, 
Should  patch  a  wall  t'expel  the  waters  fl^w  ! 

But  fofc,  but  foft  a  while,  here  comes  the  King.  {Enter  Kin£, 

The  Queen,  the  Courtiers;  who  is  this  they  follow,  [S^eerty  La- 

And  with  fuch  maimed  rites  ?  this  doth  betoken,  t^rtes  ,  and 

The  coarfe  they  follow  did  with  defperate  hand  ,  [the  Coarfe. 

Fordo  its  own  life,  'twere  of  fome  eftate  : 
Stand  by  a  while,  and  mark. 

Lacr.  What  Ceremony  elfe  ? 

J^am.  That  is  Laertes,  a  very  noble  youth. 

Laer,  What  Ceremony  elfe  P 

Do5i.  Her  Obfeqics  have  been  as  far  cnlarg'd 
As  we  have  warranty    her  death  was  doubtful, 
And  but  that  great  command  o're-fv/ays  the  order, 
She  fliould  in  ground  unfanftified  been  lodg'd : 
For  charitable  prayers, 
Flints  and  pebbJes  fhould  be  thrown  on  her, 
Yet  here  fhe  is  allow'd  her  virgin  rites, 
Her  maiden  ftrewments,  and  the  bringing  home 
Of  bell  and  burial. 

Laer.  Muft  their  no  more  be  done? 

Z>o^.  No  more: 
We  (hould  profane  the  fervice  of  the  dead, 
To  fing  a  Requiem,  and  fuch  reft  to  her 
As  to  peace- parted  Souls. 

Lner.  Lay  her  i'th*  earth,  / 
And  from  her  fair  and  unpolluted  flefh 
May  violets  fpring :  I  tell  thee  churlifh  Pricft 
A  miniftering  Angel  (hall  my  Sifter  be 
When  thou  lieft  howling. 

Ham.    What  ?  the  fair  Ophelia  ? 

Queen.  Sweet  to  the  fweet,  farewel, 

1  hop'd  thou  fhould'ft  have  been  my  Hamlet's  wifi, 
I  thought  thy  bride-bed  to  have  deckt  fweet  maid, 
And  not  have  ftrew'd  thy  grave. 

Laer.  O  treble  woe  !  . 
Fall  ten  times  double  on  that  curfed  head, 
Whofc  wicked  deeds  depriv'd  thee  of 
Thy  moft  ingenuous  Senfc ;  hold  off  the  earth  a  while, 
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Till  I  have  caught  her  once  more  in  mine  arms. 
Now  pile  your  duft  upon  the  quick  and  dead, 
Till  of  this  flat  a  mountain  you  have  made 
T'oretop  old  Telion^  or  the  skyifh  head 

Of  blew       r  V/.  ' 

Ham.  Whr .  is  he  whofe  grief 
Bears  fuch  an  emphafis,  whofc  phrafc  of forrow 
Conjures  the  wandring  ftars,  and  makes  them  ftand 
Like  wonder-wounded  hearers  ?  'tis  I, 
Hamlet  the  Bane, 

Laer.  Perdition  catch  thee. 
Ham.  Thou  pray'ft  not  well:  I  prethee  take  thy  fingers  from  my  throat, 
For  though  I  am  not  fpleenative  and  rafti, 
Yet  have  I  in  me  fomething  dangerous, 
Which  let  thy  wifdom  fcar^  hold  off  thy  hand. 

King,  Pluck  them  afundcr. 

Qneen.  Hamlet.^  Hamlet, 

jiH.  Gentlemen. 

Horn.  Good  my  Lord  be  guict.  ^ 

Ham.  Why  I  will  fight  with  him  upon  this  theam 
Until  my  eye  lids  will  no  longer  wag. 

Queen.  O  my  fon,  what  theam  ? 

Ham.  I  lov'd  Ophelia^  forty  thoufand  brothers 
Could  not  with  all  their  quantity  of  love 
Make  up  my  fum :  What  wilt  thou  do  for  her  ? 

King.  O  he  is  mad  Laertes. 

Slueen.  Forbear  him. 

Ham.  Shew  me  what  thou'It  do. 
Wilt  weep,  wilt  fight,  wilt  faft,  wilt  tear  thy  fejf, 
Wilt  drink  up  Efil,  eat  a  Crocodile  ? 
I'll  do't  i  doeft  thou  come  here  to  whine  ? 
To  out-face  me  with  leaping  in  her  grave  ? 
Be  buried  quick  with  her,  and  fo  will  I  *, 
And  if  thou  prate  of  mountains,  let  them  throw 
Millions  of  acres  on  us,  till  our  ground 
Sindging  his  pate  againft  the  burning  Zone, 
Make  OJ/a  like  a  wart ;  nay,  and  thou^lt  mouth 
I'll  rant  as  well  as  thou. 

^een.  This  is  meer  madnefs. 
And  thus  a  while  the  fit  will  work  on  him ; 
Anon  as  patienj  as  a  female  Doe,- 
When  firft  her  golden  couplets  arc  difclos'd, 
His  filencc  will  fit  drooping. 

Ham.  Hear  you  Sir, 
What  is  the  reafon  you  ufe  mc  thus  ? 
I  lov'd  you  ever,  but  it  is  no  matter. 
Let  Hercules  himfelf  do  what  he  may 
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The  Cat  will  mew,  a  Dog  will  have  his  day.  t^^'V  Hamlet 

King,  I  pray  thee  good  Horatio  wait  upon  him.  {/tnd  Horatio. 

Strengthen  your  patience  inourlaft  nights  fpeech, 
Wc*ll  put  the  matter  to  the  prefcnt  pufh'. 
Good  Gertrurd  fet  forae  watch  over  your  Ton, 
This  Grave  fhall  have  a  living  monument, 

*  An  hour  of  quiet  thereby  (hall  we  fee, 

'  Till  then  in  patience  our  proceeding  be.  [^Exennt. 
Enter  Hamlet H  or  at  io. 

Ham,  So  much  for  this  Sir,  you  fliall  now  fee  the  other: 
You  do  remember  all  the  circumftance. 

Hora.  Remember  it  my  Lord  ? 

Ham.  Sir  in  my  heart  there  was  a  kind  of  fighting 
That  vvould^ot  let  me  fleep,    methought  I  lay 
'  Worfe  than  the  mutines  in  the  Bilboes,  rafhly, 

*  And-prais'd  be  radmers  for  it  \  let  us  know 
Our  indifcretion  fometimes  fervesus  well 

When  our  deep  plots  do  fall,  and  that  ihould  learn  us, 
There's  a  divinity  that  fhapcs  our  ends, 
Rough  hew  them  how  we  will. 

Hora,  That  is  moft  certain. 

Ham.  Up  from  my  Cabbin, 
My  Sea-gown  wrapt  about  me,  in  the  dark 
I  groped  to  find  out  them,  had  my  defire, 
Reach'd  their  packet,  and  in  fine  withdrew 
To  mine  own  room  again,  making  fo  bold 
(My  fears  forgetting  manneis)  to  unfold 
Their  grand  Commiffion,  where!  found,  Horatio^ 
An  exad  ccRimand, 

*  Larded  with  many  feveral  forts  of  reafons, 

^  Importing  Denmark^  health,  and,  EngUnds  too, 
^  With  hoe  luch  bugs  and  GobTinSin  my  life*, 

*  That  on  the  fupervife,  no  leifure  bated, 

*  No  not  to  flay  the  grinding  of  the  ax. 
My  head  fhould  be  ftruck  off. 

*  Hora.  Is't  poffible. 

Ham.  He  e  s  the  Commiflion,  read  it  at  more  leifure: 
But  wilt  thou  hear  now  how  I  did  proceed  ? 
Hora.  I  befeech  ^ou. 

/7^w.  Being  thus  be-netted  round  with  villains, 
E're  I  could  make  a  Prologue  to  my  brains 
They  had  begun  the  Play  :  1  fate  me  down, 
Dcvis'd  a  new  Commiflion,  wrote  it  fair : 
3  once  did  hold  it,  as  our  Statifts  do, 
A  bafenefs  to  write  fair,  and  laboured  much 
How  to  forget  that  learning ;  but  Sir  now 
It  did  me  Yeomanj  f^rvice ;  wilt  thou  know 
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Th*  cffeft  of  what  I  wrote  ? 

//or a.  I  good  my  Lord. 

H4m.  An  earneft  conjuration  from  the  King, 
As  England  was  his  faithful  tributary, 
As  love  between  them  like  the  PaJm  might  fluurifli, 
As  peace  fhould  ftill  her  wheaten  garland  wear, 

*  And  ftaud  a  c^ww^ 'tween  their  amities, 

*  And  many  fuch  like,  as  Sir  of  great  charge, 
That  on  the  view  of  thefe  contents, 
Without  debatement  furrher  more  or  lefs 
He  fliould  thole  bearers  put  to  iuddcn  death, 
'  Not  Ihrivingtime  allow'd. 

Hora.  Hovv  was  this  feaFd  ? 

Ham.  Why  even  in  that  was  heaven  ordlnant  : 
I  had  ray  father  s  Signet  in  my  purfc. 
Which  was  the  model  of  that  l>ani]h  Seal, 
Folded  the  Writ  up  in  the  form  of  th'  other, 
Subfcrib'd  it,  gave't  th'  impreflion,  plac'd  it  fafely, 
The  chan^ling  never  known  :  now  the  next  day 
Was  our  Sea-fight,  and  what  to  this  was  Rquent 
Thou  knoweft  already* 

Hora.  So  Gntldenf^ern  and  Rofffjcransvjcnt  to't. 

//am.  They  are  not  near  my  confcience,  their  defeat 
Does  by  their  own  infinuation  grow  ; 
'  '  f  is  dangerous  when  the  bafer  nature  comes 
'  Between  the  pafs  and  fell  incenfed  point, 
^  Of  mighty  oppofites. 

//ora.  Why  what  a  King  is  this ! 

//am.  Does  it  nor,  thmk  you,  ftand  me  now  upon  ? 
He  that  hath  kill'd  my  King,  and  whor'd  my  mother, 
Stept  in  between  th'  eledion  and  my  hopes. 
Thrown  out  his  angle  for  my  proper  life, 

And  with  fuch  cofenage,  i'st  not  perfect:  confcicncc  ?    [Enter  a  Courtier. 

CoHTt.  Your  Lordfhip  is  right  welcome  back  to  2)tnmarkc 

//am  I  humbly  thank  you  Sir, 
Doefl:  know  this  water  fiie  ? 

//ora.  No  my  good  Lord. 

//am.  Thy  Hate  is  the  more  gracious,  for  *tis  a  vice  to  know  him  ;  he 
hath  much  land  and  firtle,  let  a  bcaft  be  Lord  of  beafts,  and  his  crib  fhall 
ftand  at  the  King's  mcfs ;  'tis  a  chough,  but  as  I  fay  fpacious  in  the  poiUfli- 
on  of  dirt. 

Court.  Sweet  Lord,  if  your  Lordfliip  were  at  leifurc  I  Ihould  impart  a 
thing  to  you  from  his  Majefty. 

Ham  I  will  receive  it,  Sir,  with  all  diligence  of  fpirit  your  bonnet 
to  his  right  ufe,  'tis  for  the  head. 

CoHrt.  I  thank  your  LordQiip,  'tis  very  hot. 

//am»  No  believe  mc  'tis  very  cold,  the  wind  is  Northerly. 

L  X  Cfif4rt. 
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Court,  It  is  indifferent  cold  my  Lord  indeed. 

Ham.  But  yet  roethinks  it  is  very  loultry  and  hot,  for  my  compledi-  ^ 
on. 

Court.  Exceedingly  my  Lord,  it  is  very  foultry,  as  were!  cannot  tell 
how.  My  Lord,  his  Majefty  bad  me  fignifie  unto  you,  that  he  has  laid  a 
great  wager  on  your  head,  Sir  this  is  the  matter. 

Ham.  1  befcech  you  remember. 

Court.  Nay  good  my  Lord ,  for  my  eafe.  Sir  here  is  newly  come  to 
.  Court  Laertesy  believe  me  an  abfolute  Gentleman,  full  of  mofl  excellent 
differences,  ofveryfoft  fociety,  and  great  fliew  :  indeed,  to  fpeak  feel- 
ingly of  him^  he  is  the  Card  or  Kalendar  of  Gentry,  for  you  (hall  find  in 
him  the  fubftance  of  what  part  a  Gentleman  would  fee. 

Ham.  Sir,  hisdefinemcnt  fuffersno  lofsin  you,  though  I  know  to  di- 
vide him  inventorially,  would  dizzy  th'  arithmetick  of  memory,  and  yet 
but  raw  neither  in  refpeft  of  his  quick  fail  ?  but  in  the  verity  of  extol- 
ment  I  take  him  to  be  afoul  of  great  article,  and  his  infufion  of  fuch 
dearth  andrarenefs,  as  to  make  truedidion  of  him,  his  fembiable  is  his 
mirrour,  and  who  elfe  would  trace  him,  his  umbrage  nothing  more. 

Court,  Your  Lordfhip  fpeaks  moft  infallibly  of  him. 

The  concernancy  Sir,  why  do  we  wrap  the  Gentleman  in  our 
rawer  breath  ? 

Court.  Sir. 

Hora.  Is't  not  ppliible  to  underfiand  in  another  tongue,  you  will  do'c 
Sir  really. 

Hartt.  What  imports  the  nomination  of  this  Gentleman  ? 
Court.  Oi  Laertes  ? 

Ham.  His  purfe  is  empty  already,  all's  golden  words  are  fpent. 
Ham.  Of  him  Sir. 

Court.  I  know  you  are  not  ignorant. 

Ham.  I  would  you  did  Sir,  yet  if  you  did  it  would  not  m-uch  approve 
me :  well  Sir.      '  ^  i 

Court.  You  are  ignorant  of  what  excellence  Laertes  is. 

Ham.  I  dare  not  confefs  that,  left  I  fhould  compare  with  him  in  ex- 
cellence  but  to  know  a  man  well  were  to  know  himfelf 

Court  '.  I  mean  Sir  for  his  weapon,  but  in  the  imputation  laid  on  him  by 
them  in  his  meed  he's  unfellowed. 

Ham.  What's  his  weapon  ?  ^ 

Cmrt.  Single  Rapier. 
The  King  Sir  hath  wager'd  with  him  Cx  Barbary  horfes,  againft  the  which 
he  has  impawn'd  as  1  take  it  fix  French  Rapiers  and  Poniards,  with  their 
afligns,  as  Girdle,  Hanger,  and  fo:  three  of  the  carriages  are  very  dear 
to  fancy,  very  refponfive  to  the  hilts,  moft  delicate  carriages  and  of  very 
liberal  conceit  ^ 

Ham.  What  call  you  the  carriages  ? 

Hora.  I  knew  you  muft  be  edified  by  the  margin  e're  you  had  done. 
Court.  The  carriages  Sir  arc  the  Hangers. 

Ham.  The  phrafe  wonid  be  more  german  to  the  matter  if  we  could  ^ 

carry 
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carry  a  cannon  by  our  fides,  I  would  it  might  be  hangers  till  then ;  but 
on,  fix  Barbary  horfes  againftfix  Frmh  fwords,  their  affigns,  and  three 
liberal  conceited, carriages,  that's  t\\Q French  bet  againltthe  2)a/JJhy  why 
is  this  all  you  call  it? 

Court.  The  King  Sir,  hath  laid  Sir,  that  in  a  dozen  paflcs  between  your 
fdf  and  him  he  fliall  not  exceed  you  three  hits,  he  hath  laid  on  twelve  for 
rinc,  and  it  would  come  to  immediate  trial  ,  if  your  Lordftiip  would 
vouchlafe  the  anfwer. 

//am.  Ho  w  if  I  anfwer  no  ? 

CoHrr,  I  mean  my  Lord  the  oppofition  of  your  Perfon  in  trial. 

//am.  Sir  I  will  walk  here  in  the  Hal),  if  it  pleafe  hrs  Majefty,  it  is  the 
breathing  time  of  the  day  with  me,  let  the  foils  be  brought,  the  Gentle- 
man willing,  and  the  King  hold  his  purpofe,  I  will  win  for  him  if  I  can  j 
if  not,  I  will  gain  nothing  but  my  lhame  and  the  odd  hits. 

Cffurt.  Shall  I  deliver  you  fo? 

Nam.  To  thiseffectSir,  after  what  flourilh  your  nature  will. 
Court.  I  commend  my  duty  to  your  Lordfliip. 
//am.  Yours  does  well  to  commend  it  felf,  there  are  no  tongues  clfe 
for  his  turn. 

//ora.  This  lapwing  runs  away  with  the  fiiell  on  his  bead. 

'  Ham.  He  did  lb  Sir  with  his  dug  before  he  fuckt  it;  "thus  has  he 
and  many  more  of  the  fame  breed  that  I  know,  the  drofiie  age  dotes  on, 
only  get  the  tune  of  the  time  ,  and  out  of  the  habit  of  incounter,  a  kind 
of  mifty  colieftion  ,  which  carries  them  through  and  through  the  moft 
profane  and  renowned  opinions  j  and  do  but  blow  them  to  their  trial, 
the  bubbles  are  out. 

£rJter  a  Lord. 

Lord,  My  Lord,  his  Ma jefty  commended  him  to  you  by  young  Oftrick^ 
who  brings  back  to  him  that  you  attend  him  in  the  hail,  he  fends  to  knov; 
if  your  pleafure  hold  to  play  with  Laertes^  or  that  you  will  take  longer 
time? 

//am.  I  am  conflant  to  my  purpofes,  they  follow  the  King  s  picaujre  ^ 
if  his  fitnefs  fpeaks,  mine  is  ready,  now  oi  whenfoever,  provided  1  be  lo 
able  as  now. 

Lord.  The  King  and  Queen  and  all  are  coming  down. 
^Mm.  in  happy  time. 

Lord.  The  Queen  defires  you  to  ufe  fome  gentle  entertainment  to  L4- 
trtes  befpre  you  go  play. 
//am.  She  well  inftrucls  me. 
//ora.  You  will  lofc  my  Lord. 

//am,  I  do  not  think  fo,  fince  he  went  into  France  I  have  been  in  con- 
tinual pradice  ^  1  fliall  win  at  the  odds :  thou  wouldcit  not  think  how  ill 
ail's  here  about  my  heart,  but  it  is  no  matter. 

//ora.  Nay  good  my  Lord. 

//am   it  is  but  fool.ry,  but  it  is  fuch  a  kind  of  boding  as  .  ould  per- 
haps trouble  a  woman. 
//ora.  if  youi  mind  diflike  any  thing  obey  it,  I  will  forcftall  their  re- 
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pair  hither,  and  fay  you  are  not  fit. 

H^im.  Not  a  whit,  we  defie  Angury,    there  is  a  fpecial  providence  in 

*  the  falJ  of  a  Sparrow :  if  it  be,  'tis  not  to  come  *,  jf  it  be  not  to  come,  it 

*  will  be  now,  if  it  be  not  now,  vet  it  will  come,  tht  readinels  is  all,  fince 

*  no  man  ofonght  he  leaves  knows  what  'tis  to  leave  benmes,  let  be 

A  Table  prepared^  Drums^  TrntfipetSj  a^d  Officers  vcith  citjlnons ,  Kin£^ 
^een^  and  all  the  St  ate  ^  fotlsy  Dagger    and  Laertes. 

King.  Come  Han>let,  come  and  take  this  hand  from  me. 

Ham.  Give  me  your  pardon  Sir,  I  have  done  you  wrong, 
But  pcirdon't  as  you  are  a  Gentleman  :  this  prefence  knows. 
And  you  muft  needs  have  heard  how  I  am  punlflit 
With  a  fore  diftra(flion  ;  what  I  have  done 
That  might  your  nature,  honour,  and  exception 
Roughly  awake,  I  here  proclaim  was  madnefs. 
Was  t  Hamltt  wron^'d  Laertes  ?  never  Hamlet  j 
\f  Hamlet  from  himfelf  be  ta'en  away. 
And  when  he's  not  himfeif  does  wrong  Laertes^ 
Then  Hamlet  does  it  not,  Hamlet  denies  it : 
Wlio  doe.  it  then  ?  his  raadnefs :  ir 't  be  fo, 
Hamlet  is  of  the  faftion  that  is  wronged, 
His  madnefs  is  poor  HamUt%  enemy  ; 
Let  my  difclaiming  (rem  a  purposed  evil 
Free  me  fo  far  in  your  mod.  generous  thoughts. 
That  I  have  (hot  my  arrow  o're  the  houle. 
And  hurt  my  brother. 

Latr.  I  am  fatisficd  in  n?iture, 
Whofe  motive  in  this  cafe  fhould  ftir  me  moft 
To  my  revenge,     but  in  my  terms  of  honour 

*  I  {land  aloof,  and  will  no  reconcilement, 

*  Till  by  fome  elder  Matters  of  known  hohout 
'  1  have  a  voice  and  prefident  of  peace 

*  To  my  name  ungor'd:  but  all  that  time" 
I  do  receive  your  offered  love  like  love. 
And  will  not  wrong  it. 

Ham.  I  embrace  it  freely,  and-will  this  brother*s  wager 
Frankly  play. 
Give  us  the  foils. 

Laer.  Come,  one  for  me. 

Ham.  I'll  be  your  foil  Laertes^  I'n  mine  ignorance 
Your  skill  fhall  like  a  liar  i'  th'  darkefl:  night 
Appear. 

Laer.  You  mock  me  Sir. 

Ham.  No  on  my  honour. 

King^  Give  them  the  foils,  young  Ojtrick^:  coufin  Hmlet, 
You  know  the  wager. 

Ki^g  Very  well  my  Lord  : 
Your  Grace  has  laid  the  odds  o'th'  vrcaker  fide. 
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Kiftg,  I  do  not  fear  it,  I  have  feen  yea  both, 
But  (jnce  he  is  better  we  have  therefore  odds. 
Laer.  This  is  too  heavy,  let  roe  fee  another. 
Ham.  This  likes  me  v^ell,  thefe  foils  have  all  a  length, 
Ofir.  I  my  good  Lord. 

King.  Set  me  the  ftoops  of  wine  upon  the  table 
If  Hamlet  give  the  firft  or  fecond  hit, 
Oi  quit  in  anfwer  of  the  third  exchange, 
Let  all  the  Battlements  their  Ordnance  fire ; 
The  King  fliail  drink  to  Hamlet's  better  breath, 
And  in  the  cup  an  Onyx  (hall  he  throw 
Richer  than  that  which  four  fucceflive  Kings 
In  Denmarhj  Crown  have  worn.  Give  me  the  cups, 
And  let  the  Kettle  to  the  Trumpet  fpeak, 
7  he  Trumpet  to  the  Cannoneer  without. 
The  Cannons  to  the  Heavens  the  Heavens  to  Earth. 
Now  the  King  drinks  to  Hamlet :  come  begin,  {Trnrnfets 
And  you  the  Judges  bear  a  wary  eye.  {the  vvhile. 

Ham.  Come  on  Sir. 

Laer.  Come  my  Lord. 

Ham,  One. 

Laer,  No. 

Ham.  judgment. 

Oflr.  A  hit,  a  very  palpable  hit.  fOrxwi,  Trumpets,  and  Shot^ 

Laer.  Well  again.  [FlonriJh^H  TWgcesof. 

King.  Stay,  give  me  drink,  this  pearl  is  thine, 

Here's  to  thy  health :  give  him  the  cup. 

Ham.  I'll  play  this  bout  firft,  fet  it  by  a  while. 
Come,  another  hit,  what  fay  you  ? 

Laer.  I  do  confefs't. 

King.  Our  Ton  (hall  win. 

^een.  He's  fat  and  fcant  of  breath. 
Wzxt  Hamlet^  take  my  Handkerchief,  wipe  thy  brows  • 
The  Queen  falutcs  thy  fortune  Hamlet. 

Ham.  Good  Madam. 

King.  Gertrard  do  not  drink. 

§lt4een.  I  will  my  Lord,  I  pray  you  pardon  me. 

Ktng.  It  is  the  poifoned  cup,  it  is  too  late. 

Ham.  I  dare  not  drink  yet  Madam,  by  and  by. 

Qiieen.  Come  jet  me  wipe  thy  face, 

Laer.  My  Lord  I'll  hit  him  now. 

King.  I  do  not  think' t. 

Laer.  And  yet  it  is  almofl  againft  my  confciencc. 

Ham.  Come,  for  the  third  Laertes,  you  do  but  dally, 
I  pray  you  pafs  with  your  beft  violence, 
1  am  fure  you  make  a  wanton  of  me. 

Laer.  Say  you  fo  ?  come  on. 

OJlr. 
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Oflr.  Nothing  neither  way. 

La€r.  Have  at  you  now. 

King,  Part  them,  they  are  incens't. 

Ham.  Nay  come  again. 

Ojlr,  Look  to  the  Queen  there  ho. 

Hora,  They  bleed  on  both  fides,  how  is't  my  Lord  ? 

Cftr,  How  is't  Laertes  ? 
'  Laer,  Why  as  a  woodcock  in  mine  own  fprindge  OJIrkij 
1  am  juflly  kill'd  with  mine  own  treachery. 

/lam.  How  does  the  Queen  ? 

A7«^.  She  fwoons  to  fee  them  bleed. 

^ueen.  No  no  the  drink,  the  drink,  X)  my  dear  Hamlet, 
The  drink  the  drink,  I  am  poifoned. 

Ham.  O  villain!  ho  let  the  door  be  lockt, 
Treachery,  feek  it  out. 

Laer.  It  is  h^x^  Hamlet  \  thou  art  Qain, 
No  medicine  in  the  world  can  do  thee  good, 
In  thee  there  is  not  half  an  hours  life, 
Th^  treacherous  inftrument  is  in  my  hand,' 
Unbated  and  envenomed,  the  foul  praftice 
Hath  turnM  it  felf  on  me  \  lo  here  I  lie 
Never  to  rife  again :  thy  mothers  poifon'd, 
I  can  no  more,  the  King,  the  King's  to  blame. 

Ham.  The  Point  envenomed  too,  then  venom  to  thy  work. 

ylU.  Treafon,  treafon. 

Kitig.  O  yet  defend  me  friends,  I  am  t^utiurt. 

Ham.  Here  thou  inceftuous  "Dane^ 
*  Drink  off  this  potion  :  is  the  Onyx  here  ? 
Follow  my  mother. 

*  Laer.  He  is  juftly  ferv'd,  it  is  a  poifon  tempered  by  himfelf. 
Exchange  forgivenefs  with  me  noble  Hamlet, 
Mine  and  my  father's  death  come  not  upon  thee, 
Nor  thine  on  me. 

H<!tm.  Heaven  make  thee  free  of  it,  I  follow  thee ; 
I  am  dead  Horatio,  wretched  Queen  farewel. 
Ycu  that  look  pale  and  tremble  at  this  chance, 
That  are  but  mutes  or  audience  to  this  aft, 
Had  I  but  time  (as  this  fell  Sergeant  Death 
Is  ftrift  in  his  arreft)  O  I  could  tell  you  ^ 
But  let  it  be :  Horatio  I  am  dead. 
Thou  liveft,  report  me  and  my  caufe  aright 
To  the  unfatisficd. 

Hora.  Never  believe  it. 
I  am  more  an  antick  Roman  than  a  Dantj 
Here's  yet  fomc  liquor  left. 

Ham,  As  xh*  art  a  man 
Give  me  the  cup,  let  go,  I'll  have't : 
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0  Hot  Alio  what  a  wounded  name. 

Things  ftanding  thus  unknown,  fhall  I  leave  behind  me  ? 

If  thou  didfl:  ever  hold  me  in  thy  heart 

Abfent  thee  from  felicity  a  while, 

And  in  this  harfh  world  draw  thy  breath  in  pain 

To  tell  my  ftory ;  what  warlike  noife  is  this  ?  \d  warch  afar  of. 

Enter  Oftrick, 

OJir.  Young  Forthhrnfs  with  conqueft  come  from  Tolarid^ 
Th'  Embaffadors  of  England  give  this  warlike  volky. 

Ham.  O  I  die  Horatio., 
The  potent  poifon  quite  oVcgrows  my  fpirit; 

1  cannot  live  to  hear  the  news  from  England^ 
Buc  I  do  propheiie  the  Eledion  lights 

On  Fortttihrajs  ^  he  has  my  dying  voice, 

So  tell  him  with  th'  occurrents  more  and  Icfs 

Which  have  folicited  :  the  reft  in  filence. 

Hard.  Now  cracks  a  noble  heart,  good  night  fwcet  Prince, 
And  choires  of  Angels  Gng  thee  to  thy  reft. 
Why  docs  the  drum  come  hither  ? 

Enter  Fortinbrafs  with  the  Embaffadors, 

Fort,  .Where  is  this  fight  ? 

H»ra.  What  is  it  you  would  fee  ? 
If  ought  of  woe  or  wonder,  ceafc  your  fearch  ? 

Fort.  "  This  quarry  cries  on  havock  :  "O  proud  death. 
What  fcaft  is  toward  in  thine  infernal  Cell, 
That  thou  fo  many  Princes  at  a  (Eot 
So  bloodily  haft  ftrook  ? 

EmhaJJ  The  fight  is  difmal, 
And  our  iffairs  from  England  come  too  late. 
The  tLars  arc  fenflefs  that  (hould  give  us  hearing. 
To  tell  him  his  commandment  is  fulGll'd, 
That  Rofencrattf  and  Guiidenflem  arc  dead, 
Where  (bculd  we  have  our  thanks? 

Hora.  Not  from  his  mouth- 
Had  it  til'  ability  of  breath  to  thank  yoii, 
He  never  ^ave  commandment  for  their  death. 
But  fincc  to  apt  upon  this  bloody  queftion 
Yon  from  the  FoUaciCW^rs^  and  you  from  England 
Arc  here  arrived,  give  order  that  thcfc  bodies 
High  on  a  Stage  be  placed  to  publick  view. 
And  let  me  fpcak  to  the  yet  unknowing  world 
How  thcfc  things  came  about  ^  fo  (hall  you  hear 
Of  cruel,  bloody,  and  uimatural  a<fls, 
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or  accidental  judgments,  cafual  (laughters. 
Of  deaths  put  on  by  cunning,  and  for  no  caufe, 
And  in  this  upfhot,  purpofes  miftook,^ 
Fall  n  on  the  inventors  heads :  all  this  can  I 
Truly  deliver. 

Fort,  Let  us  hafce  to  hear  it, 
And  call  the  Noblcfs  to  the  audience : 
For  me,  with  forrow  I  embrace  my  fortune, 
1  have  fome  rights  of  memory  in  this  Kingdom, 
Which  now  to  claim  my  intereft  doth  invite  me. 

HoYit,  Of  that  I  fliaU  have  alfo  caufe  to  fpeak, 
And  from  his  mouth  whofc  voice  will  draw  no  more  : 
But  let  this  fame  be  prcfcntly  perform'd, 
Even  while  men's  minds  arc  wild,  left  more  mifchancc 
On  plots  and  errors  happen. 

¥m,  ^'  Let  four  Captains 
Bear  HumUt  like  a  Souldier  to  the  Stage, 
For  he  was  likely  had  he  been  put  on, 
T^havcprov'dinoft  Royal:  and  for  his  paflage. 
The  Souldier's  Mufick  and  the  Right  of  War 
Speak  loudly  for  him. 
Take  up  the  Bodies ;  fuch  a  fight  as  this 
Becomes  the  Field,  but  here  (hews  much  amifs. 

^*  Go  bid  the  Souldicrs  Shoot.  [Excmt* 
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